FC aq 


un”, 


3 . * N 6 

* „ © | 
- - 4 d y * 
"4 "2M 


IP H E : 22 


LIFE and DE | 


- 
- 
4 i 
f 4 . 8 2 2 220 RNA * 
> * "i * N | | | 
+'< | | 
4 Ry | | 
Ro | 
2.6 | 
: 
= 


* 2 
. 
— * 
4 Ione 


X 
25 
E 
- 
* | 
Fn 
3 | ; 
L \ 
| : 
. 
3 
- 
_ * | 
— 


LY 


4 


e 
- 
"T - —y—„— —_—— —_ 
——— 


» 
* 


THE 


LIFE and DEATH 


RICHARD HII. 


4 


TRAG 


22 


WILLIAM e 


a 


EDINBURGH: | 
Printed by and for Martin & WOTHERSPOOM\ 


— nm 
M. DCC. LAVE1H 


* 
* 
i 
* * 
* 
*-. + 
- 
i 
- 
5 _ S; » 
F 
- 4 . 
* 
1 
8 * 
” 1 
# 
\ 
* 
+ 
-» 
* 
”» * - 
* 


3 the n 
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Dramatis Perſonz. 


"KING EDWARD the Fourth, 
 EDwanvD, Prince of Wales, 


afterwards Edward V. zes to Edward IV. 


- Rieu o, Duke of York, 


GEORGE, Duke of Clarence, brother to Edward IV. 

RiCcHaARD, Duke of Glouceſter, brother to Edward IV. 
afterwards King Richard III. 

Cardinal, Archbiſhop of York. 

Duke of Buckingham. 

Dake of Norfolk. Earl of Surrey. 

Marquis of Dorſet, ſon to Queen Elizabeth. 

Earl RivE RS, brother to the Queen. 

Lord GRA x, ſon to Queen Elizabeth. 

Earl of Richmond, afterwards Kang Henry VII. 


_ Biſhop of Ely. 


Lord HAsT1NGs. 

Sir THOMAS VAUGHAN. 
Sir R1CHARD RATCLIFFE» 
Lord LoveL. 

CATESBY. 


Sir James TYRREL, 


Tonus, Lord STANLEY. 

Earl of Oxford. 

BLOUNT. 

HERBERT. > 

Sir WILLIA BRANDON. 

BRAKE BUR, Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Two Children ot the Duke of Clarence. 

Sir CHRISTOPHER URAsWwiek, a prieſt. 
Lord Mayor. 


EL1$ABETH, Queen of Edward IV. 

Queen MARGARET, widow of Henry VI, 

AnNEg, widow of Edward Prince of Wales, ſon to Hen 
ry VI. afterwards married to the Duke of Glouceſter. 


Duchess of York, mother to Edward IV. Clarence and Ri- 


chard III. 


Sheriff, Purſuivant, Citizens, Ghoſts of thoſe 3 by 


Nau with Soldiers and other Attendants. 
The SEARS in England. 
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ACT . SCENE I. 
The: Court. - 


Enter Ricnanr Dake of Glouceſter 3 


| O W is the winter of our difcontent bs 

N Made glorious ſummer by this ſun of Vork, 
And all the clouds that lower'd r 77 

In the deep boſom of the ocean bury'd. | 

Now are. our brows bound with — Seemagegs # 

Our bruiſed arms hung up for monuments, | 4 

Our ſtern alarums change d to merry meetings, » 

Our dreadfal marches to delightful meaſures. 

Grim viſag d War hath ſmooth'd his mr 3 


1 This tragedy, though 1 is called the Life — Dent 
of this race, compriſts at moſt bur the laſt eight years 

his time: for it opens with George Duke of — rt being” 
clapped up in the Tower, 1 — in the beginning 
of the year 1477 ; and cloſes with the death of Richard 


Boſworthficld, which battle was fought on * 16 452 
guſt in the year 246. Tea, 


* 


I - by * 
„ 
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And now, inſtead of mounting barbed 
To fright the ſouls of fearful adverſaries, 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 
To the laſcivious pleaſing of a lute. 
But I, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an am'rous Jooking-glaſs, — 
I, that am rudely ſtamp'd, and want love's majeſty. 
To ſtrut · be fore a wanton ambling nymptr; 
I, that am curtaiPd of this fair proportion, 
Cheated. of feature by diſſembling Nature, 
Deform'd, untinith'd, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing world, ſcarce half made up; 
And that ſo lamely and unfathionably, 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them: 
Why I, in this weak piping time of peace. 
Have no delight to pals away the time, 
Unleſs to ſpy my ſhadow in the ſun, 
And deſcant on mine owri deformity. 
And therefore, ſince I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain theſe fair. well- ſpoken days, 
I am determined to prove a villain, 
And hate the idle pleatures of theſe days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 
To ſet.my. brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate the one againſt the otber, 
By drunken propheſies, libels and dreams. 
if King Edward be. as true and juſt, 
As I am ſubtle, falle and treacherous, 
This day. ſhould Clarence cloſely be mew'd up, 
About a propheſy which ſays, that G | 
Of Edwarg's heirs the murderer thall be. 
— thoughts, down io my. foul! here Clarence 
comes. 


. Enter VOTRE with 8 
Brother, good day: : what means thas a0 guard 
That waits upon your Grace? 

- Clar. His Majeſty, 

Tendring my perſon's ſafety, hath appointed 
This conduct to conyey me to the Tower, * , 


* 
JJ 
4 
« 
. 
SH 
$4 
5 
. 
= 
4 
* 
* 


AXE. KING RICHARD IE 9 
Glou. Upon what cauſe ? 1 2a 
Clar. Becauſe my name is George. 

Glos. Alack, my Lord, that fault is none of yours: 
He ſhould för that commit your godfathers. 

Belike his majeſty bath ſome intent | 

That you ſhould'be new-chriſter'd in the Tower, 

But what's the matter, Clarence, may I know? © 
Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for, I pena 

As yet I do not: but, as I can dern, : 

He hearkens after propheſies and dreams; 

And from the croſs- row plucks the letter &, 

And ſays a wizard told him that by 6 : 

His iſſue diſinherited ſhould be. , 

And, for my name of George begins with „ 

It follows in his thought, that I am he. 

Theſe, as I learn, and ſuch like toys as theſe, 

Have mov'd his'Highneſs'to' commit me now. 

Glou. Why, this it is when men are rubd by women: 
Tis not the King that ſends you to the Tower; 
My Lady Gray his wife; Clarence, tis ſhe, 

That tempts him to this harſli extremity. 

Was it not ſhe, and that good man of worſhip, 

Anthony Woodvil her brother there, 

That made him ſend Lord Haſtings to the Tower? 
From whence this day he is delivered. 
We are rot ſafe, Clarence, we are not fafs. 

Clar. Hy Heay*n, I think there is no man ſecure 
But the Queen's kindred; and night-walking' heralds 
That trudge between the King and Miſtreſs Shore. 
Heard you not What an bumble ſuppllaunt 
Lord Haſtings was io her for his delivery??? 

Glow Humbly complaining to her 15 yah SR a5 


Got my Lord Chamberlain his Hberty. rind fitet 


FI tell you what; —I think it is our; ! 1 * rg 

If we will keep in fawour with the un 1 

To be her men, and wear her livery {© 

The jealous ofer-worm widow, and herſelf, Alt 1 

Since that our brother dubbꝭd them genievanen, 

Are mighty goſſips in this: monarchy.» ** 
— 1 6 e. JU owe 
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His Majeſty hath ftraitly giv'n in charge, 
That no man ſhall have private conference, 
Of what degree ſoever, with your brother. 
Glow. Ev'n ſo, an't pleaſe your Worſhip? Brakenbury, 
You may partake of any thing we ſay :. 
We ſpeak na treaſon, man—we ſay the King 
Is wiſe and virtuous; and his noble Queen 
Well ſtrook in years; fair, and not jealous —— 
We ſay, that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, a paſling pleaſing tongue; 
That the Queen's kindred are made gentlefolk. 
How ſay you, Sir? can you deny all this? 
Brat. Witk this, my Lord, myſelf have nought 
to do. 
Glow. What, fellow, nought to do with Miſtreſs Shore? 
J tell you, Sir, he that doth naught wich her, 
Excepting one, were beſt to do it ſecretly. 
. Brak. What one, my Lord? 
Gba. Her huſband; knave—wouldſt thou betray me? 
Brat. I do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, 
And to forbear your conf 'rence with the duke. 
Clar. We know thy charges Brakenbury, and will 
obey. 
Glou. We are the Queen's abjects, and muſt obey. 
Brother, farewell; I will unto the King; 
And whatſoe' er you will employ me in, 
Were it to call King Edward's widow ſiſter, 
1 will perform it to infranchiſe ou. 
Mead time, this deep diſgrace of brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. I know it pleaſes neither of us well. 
Glow. Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long. 
J will deliver you, or elſe ly for you; 
Mean time have 
Clar. I muſt, perforce; farewell. [Exeunt Brak, Clar. 
Glow, Go, tread the path that thou ſhalt ne*er return: 
Simple, plain Clarence! I do love-thee fo, | 
That will ſhortly ſend thy ſoul to beav'n, 
If Heav'n will take the preſent at our hands. 
But who comes 0 the e | Haſtings? 


ART. KING RICHARD WM. rf 
Enter Lord Hi STINGS. 


Haſt. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 

Glou. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain: 
Well are you welcome to the open air. 
How hath your Lordſhip brook'd impriſonment ? 

Haſt. With patience, noble Lord, as pris'ners muſt ; 
But I ſhall live, my Lord, to give them thanks 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment. 

Glou. No doubt, no doubt; and fo ſhall Clarence too; 
For they that were your enemies, are his, 


And have prevaiPd as much on him, as you. 


Haſt. More pity, that the Eagle ſhould be mew'd, 
While kites and buzzards prey at n | 
Glou. What news abroad ? 
Haſt. No news ſo bad abroad, as this at home; 
The King is ſickly, weak and melancholy, 
And his phyſicians fear him mightily. 
Glow. Now, by St Paul, that news is bad indeed. 
O he hath kept an evil diet long, 
And over-much conſum'd his royal perſon : 
"Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is he? in his bed? 
Haſt. He is. 


Glow. Go you before, and T will follow you, 
[Exit Haſtings, 

He cannot live, I hope ; and muſt not die | 
Till George be pack'd with poſt-haſte up to heav'n. 
I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With lies well ſteePd with weighty arguments: 
And if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live : 
Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to buſtle in! 
For then I'll marry Warwick's youngeſt daughter. 
What tho? I kilPd her huſband and her father? 
The readieſt way to make the wench amends, 
Is to become her huſband and her father: 


The which will I, net all ſo. much for love, re 


As for another ſecret cloſe mtent, 
By marrying her which I muſt reach unto. 
hut yet I run before my horſe to market: | 
Clarence ſtill breathes, Edward ſtill lives and reigns ; 
| wn: epeccs muſt I count my gains. [ Exit. 


SC E N E . 
. Changes to 4 Street, 


Enter the corſe of HENRY the Sixth, with Halber d. 15 
"guard it, Lady ANNE being the mourner. 


Anue. Set dowu, ſet down your honourable load, 

If honour may be ſhrouded in a:herſe; 

Whilſt T awhile obſequiouſly lament 8 

Th' untimely fall of virtuous Lancaſter. 

Poor key · cold figure of a holy king! 

Pale aſhes of, the houſe of Lancaſter ! 

Thou bloodleſs remnant of that royal blood! 

Be't Jawful that I invocate thy ghoſt, 

| To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy flanghter'd ſon, 
Stabb'd by the ſelf-lame hand that made theſe wounds, 

Lo, in theſe windows, that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpleſs balm of my poor eyes, 

' Curs'd be the hand that made theſe fatal holes! 
Curs'd be the heart that had the heart to do it! 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 

1 Than I can wiſh to adders, ſpiders, toads, 

1. Or any creeping-venom'd thing that lives! 

4 If ever be have child, abortive be it, 

q] Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

j Whoſe ugly and unnatural aſpect 

1 May fright the hopeful mother at the view, 

| And That be heir 10 his nnbappineſs ! 

If ever be have wife, let her be made 

More miſęrable by the dearh of him tas 
Than I am made by rr 
Come now tow'rds Ghertfey avith your — 
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Act IJ. KING RICHARD III. 13 


Taken from Paul's to be interred there. 


And till as you are weary of this weight, 
Reſt you, while I lament King Henry's corſe. 


Enter RICHARD Duke of Glouceſter. 


Glou. Stay you that bear, the corſe, and ſet it down. 


Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend, 

To ſtop devoted charitable deeds? 

Glow. Villains, ſet down the corſe; or, by St Paul, 
I'll make a corſe of him that diſobeys. | : 
Gent. My Lord, ſtand back, and let the coffin paſs. 

Glow. Unmanner'd dog! ſtand thou when I command; 

Advance thy halbert higher than my breaſt, 

Or by St Paul, Pll ſtrike thee to my foot, 

And ſpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldneſs. 

Anne, What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid? 

Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal; 

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. 

—— Avaunt, thou dreadful miniſter of hell! 

Thou hadſt but power over his mortal body, 

His ſoul thou canſt not have; therefore be gone. 
Glou. Sweet ſaint, for charity, be not ſo curs'd. 
Anne. Foul devil! for God's ſake hence, trouble us 

not 3 | | 

For thou haſt made the happy earth thy hell, 

FilPd it with curſing cries, and deep exclaims. 

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. 

Oh, Gentlemen, ſee ! ſee dead Henry's wounds 

Qpen their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afreſh. 

Bluth, bluſh, thou lump of foul deformity ; 

For 'tis thy preſence that exhales this blood 

From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells. 

Thy deeds, inhuman and unnatural, 

Provoke this deluge moſt unnatural. e 

O God! which this blood mad'ſt, revenge his death; 


O earth! which this blood drink'ſt, revenge his death, 


Or Heav'n with lightning ſtrike the murd'rer dead, 
Or earth gape open wide, and eat him quick; 
B | 


FR - 
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As thou doſt ſwallow up this good King's blood, 
Which his hell-govern'd arm hath butchered ! 
Glou. Lady, you know no rules of charity, 
Which renders good for bad, bleſſings for curſes. 
Anne. Villain, thou know'ſt nor law of God nor man : - 
No beaſt ſo fierce, but knows ſome touch of pit y 
Glow. But I know none, and therefore am no beaſt. 
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth! 
Glon. More wonderful, when angels are ſo angry. 
Vouchſafe, divine perfection of a woman, 
Of theſe ſuppoſed crimes to give me leave, 
By circumſtance, but to acquit myſelf. 
Anne. Vouchſafe, diffus'd infection of a man, 
For theſe known evils but to give me leave, 
By circumſtance, to curſe thy curſed ſelf. 
Glow. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leiſure to excuſe myſelf. 
Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou id 
make 
No excuſe current, but to hang thyſelf. 
Glow. By ſuch deſpair I ihould accuſe myſelf. 
Anne. And by deſpairing ſhalt thou ſtand excus'd, 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyſelf, 
That didſt unworiky ſlaughter upon others. 
Glow. Say that I ſlew them not ? 
Anne, Then ſay they were not lain: 
But dead they are; and, deviliſh flave, by thee. 
Glow, I did not kill Four huſband. 
Anne. Why, then he is alive. 
Glou. Nay, he is dead, and flain by Edward's bands. 
Anne. In thy foul throat thou _y'!t. Queen Marg'ret 
faw © 
Thy mur@rous faulchion ſmoaking in his blood: 
The which thou once didſt bend againſt her breaſt, 
But that thy brothers beat aſide the point, 
Glow.” I was provoked by her ſland'rous tongue, 


That laid their guilt upon my guilileſs ſhoulders. 


Anne. Thou waſt provoked by thy bloody mind, 
That never dream'd on aught but butcheries ; 
Didſt thou not kill this king? 


AK I. KING RICHARD III. 3 


Clou. I grant ye. 
Anne. Doſt grant me, hedge-hog? then God grant 
me too, 

Thou may'ſt be damned for that wicked deed! 

O, he was gentle, mild and virtuous. 
Glou. The fitter for the King of Heav'n, that hath 

him. 
Anne. He is in heav'n, where thou ſhalt never come. 
Glou. Let him thank me, that belp'd to ſend him 
thither; 

For he was fitter for that place than earth, 
Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell. 
Clou. Yes, one place elſe, if you will hear me name it, 
Anne. Some dungeon. - 
Glow. Your bedchamber. | 
Anne. Ill reſt betide the chamber where thou Iyeſt4 
Clou So will it, Madam, till I ly with you. 
Anne. I hope fo, 
Clou. I know. ſo.— But, gentle Lady Anne, 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 

And fall ſomething into a flower method; 

Is not the cauſer ef the timeleſs deaths 

Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blameful as the executioner ? 


Anne. Thou waſt the cauſe, and moſt accurs'd effect. 


Glow. Your beauty was the cauſe of that effect; 
Your beauty, that did haunt me in my ſleep 
To undertake the death of all the world, 
So I might live one hour in your ſweet boſom. 
Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
Theſe nails ſhould rend that beauty from my checks. 


Glou. Theſe eyes could not endure ſweet Beauty's - 


wreck: 
You ſhould not blemiſh it, if I ſtood by: : 
As all the world is cheared by the ſun, 
So I by that; it is my day, my life. 
Anne. Black night o'erſhade wy day, and death thy 
life ! 
Glou. Curle not thyſelf, fair creature: thou art both. 
Anne, I would I were, to be reveng'd on * 
B 2 
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Glow. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 
To be reveng'd on: him that loveth thee. 
Anne. It is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable, 
To be reveng'd on him that killd my huſband. 
Glou. He that bereft thee, Lady, of thy huſband, 
Did it to help thee to a better huſband. 
Anne, His better doch not breathe upon the ok 
Glow. He lives that loves thee better than he could. 
. Anne, Name him. 
Glou. Plantagenet. 
Anne, Why, that was he. 
Glow. The ſelf-ſame name, but one of beiter nature. 
Anne. Where is he? 
Clou. Here: [She ſpits at him.] Why doſt thou ſpit 
at me? 
Anne, Would it were mortal poiſon for thy fake ! 
Glow. Never came poiſon from ſo ſweet a place. 
Anne. Never hung poiſon on a fouler toad. 
Out of my fight ! thou doſt infect my eyes. 
Glcw. Thine eyes, ſweet Lady, have infected mine. 
Anne. Would they were baſiliſks to ſtrike thee dead! 
Glou. I would they were, that I might die at once: 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Thoſe eyes of thine from mine bave drawn falt tears; 


Sham'd their aſpects with ſtore of childiſh drops: 


Theſe eyes which never ſhed remorſeful tear, 

Not when my father York and Edward wept, - 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac'd Clifford ſhook his ſword at him: 2 


Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 


Told the ſad ſtory of my father's death, 

And twenty times made pauſe to ſob and weep, 

That all the ſtanders-by had wet their cheeks, 

Like trees bedaſh'd with rain; in that ſad time, 

My manly eyes did ſcorn an humble tear; | 
And what theſe ſorrows could not thence exhale, | 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with eee, 


I never ſued to friend nor enemy; 


My tongue could never learn ſweet ſmoothing words 
But now thy beauty is propog'd my fee, 


. 


Act I. KING RICHARD II. 17 


My n heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeak. 
[She looks ſcornfully at him. 


Teach not thy lip ſuch ſcorn, for it was made 


For killing, Lady, not for ſuch contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 


Lo! here I lend thee this ſharp-pointed ſword, 


Which if thou pleaſe to hide in this true breaſt, 
And let the ſoul forth that adoreth thee, 
J lay it naked to the deadly ſtroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. | 
[ He lays his breaſt open, ſhe offers at it with 
his ſword. 
Nay, do not pauſe : for I did kill King Henry; 
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 2 
Nay, now diſpatch: 'twas I that ſtabb'd young Ed- 
ward ; | 
But *twas thy heav'nly face that ſet me on. 
[She lets fall the ſword, 
Take up the ſword again, or take up me. 
Anne Ariſe, diſſembler: though I with thy death, 
] will not be thy executioner, 
Gl»u. Then bid me kill myſelf, and I will do it, 
Anne. I have already. 
Glou. That was in thy rage: , 
Speak it again, and even with thy word, 
This hand, which for thy love did kill thy love, 
Shall for thy love kill a far truer love ; 
To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. 
Anne. I would I knew thy heart. 
Glou. Tis figur'd in my tongue. 
Anne. I fear me, both are falſe, 
Glou. Then never man was true. 
Anne, Well, well, put up your ſword, 
Glou.-Say then my peace is made. 
Anne. That ſhalt thou know hereafter, 
Glou. But ſhall 1 live in hope? 
Anne. All men, I hope, live ſo. 
Glow, Voucblafe to wear this ring. 
[She Puts on the ring. 
Look how wy ring encompaſſeth thy finger, 
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Evn ſo thy breaſt encloſeth my poor heart: 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted ſuppliant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou doſt confirm his happineſs for ever. 
Anne. What is it? 
Glow. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe ſad defigns 
To him that hath more cauſe to be a mourner ; 
And preſently repair to Croſby-place : 
Where, after I have ſolemnly interr'd 
At Chertſey-monaſt'ry this noble king, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 
J will with all expedient duty ſee vou. 
For divers unknown reaſons, I beſeech you, 
Grant me this boon. 
Anne. With all my beart ; and much it joys me too 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent. 
Traſſel and Barkley, go along with me. 
Glow. Bid me farewell. | 
Anne. Tis more than you deſerve : 
But ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have ſaid farewell already. ® 
[ Exeunt two with Anne, bi 
Glow. Sirs, take up the corſe. . 5 
Gent. Towards Chertſey, noble Lord? - 
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What ! I that kilPd her huſband, and his father ! 

Fo take her in her heart's extremeſt hate, 

With curſes in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 

The bleeding witneſs of ker hatred by ; 

With God, her conſcience, and theſe bars againſt oy 
And I no friends to back my ſuit withal, | 

But the plain devil, and diflembling looks : 

And yet to win her — All the world to nothing! 
Ha! 

Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, 


Glow. No, to White-Friars; there attend my coming. . 
| [ Exeunt with the corſe, I 
Was ever woman in this hamour woo'd ? 5 
Was ever woman in this humour won? 5 
I'll have her — but I will not keep her long. : 
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Edward, her lord, whom I ſome three months ſince 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewkſbury ? 

A ſweeter and a lovelier gentleman, 

Fram'd in the prodigality of Nature, 

Young, wiſe, and valiant, and no doubt right loyal, 
The ſpacious world cannot again afford 

And will ſhe yet debaſe her eyes on me, | 
That crop'd the golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
And made her widow to a woeful bed ? 

On me, whoſe all not equals Edward's moiety ? 

On me, that halt, and am miſ-ſhapen thus ? 
My dukedom to a beggarly denier, - 

I do miſtake my perſon all this while; 

> Upon my life ſhe finds, although I cannot, 

Myſelf to be a marv'lous proper man. 

I'll be at charges for a looking-glaſs, 

And entertain a ſcore or two of tailors, 

To ſtudy faſhions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favour with myſelf, 

I will maintain it with ſome little coſt. 

But firſt I' turn yon fellow in his grave, 

And then return lamenting to my love. 

Shine our, fair ſun, till { have bought a glaſs, 

That I may ſee my ſhadow as I pals. [ Exir, 


8 CEN E-:. ML 
Changes to the Palace. 


Enter the QUEEN, Lord RiveRs, and Lord GRAY. 


Riv. Have patience, Madam, there's no doubt his 
Majeſty | 0 
Will ſoon recover his accuſtom'd health. ) 
Gray. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worſe 
Therefore, for God's ſake, entertain good comfort, 
And chear his Grace with quick and merry eyes. 
Queen. If he were dead what would betide of me? 
Gray. No other harm but loſs of ſuch a Lord. 


Queen, The loſs of ſuch a Lord includes all harms, - 
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Gray. The Heav'ns have bleſs'd you with a goodly 

ſon, 

To be your comforter when he is gone. 
Queen, Ah! he is young, and his minority 

Is put into the truſt of Richard Glo'ſter ; 

A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riv. Is it concluded he ſhall be protector? 
Queen. It is determin'd, not concluded yet: 

But ſo it muſt be, if the King miſcarry. 


* 


Enter BUCKINGHAM and STANLEY. 


Cray. Here come the Lords of Buckingham and 
Stanley. 
| Duck. Good time of day unto your royal Grace 
Stau. God make your Majeſty joyful as you have been! 
Quces. The Counteſs of Richmond, good my Lord ef 
Stanley, 
To your good pray'r will ſcarcely ſay Amen: 
Yet, Stanley, notwithſtanding ſhe's your wife, 


And loves not me, be you, good Lord, aſſur'd, H 
J hate not you for her proud arrogance. : £ 
Stan. I do beleech you, either not believe | P 


The envious ſlanders of her falſe accuſers; 

Or, if ſhe be accus'd on true report, 

Bear with her weakneſs; which, I think, proceeds 

From wayward ſiekneſs, and no grounded malice. 
Queen. Saw you the King to-day, my Lord of Stanley ? 

| Stan. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I 

Are come from viſiting his Majeſty. 


1 —˙• . 


a 

4 

Queen. What likelihood of his amendment, Lords? f 

Buck. Madam, good hope; his Grace ſpeaks chear- 4 

fully. ; U 

| Queen. God grant him health! Did you confer with 0 

him? 

Buck. Madam, we did; he ſeeks to make atonement 1 
Between the Duke of Glo'ſter and your brothers, 8 
And between them and my Lord Chamberlain; 1 

And ſent to warn them to his royal preſence, 


CT CH ——_—_— 


Act IJ. KING RICHARD III. 2x 


Queen. Would all were well——but that will ne- 
ver be | 
I fear our happineſs is at the height, 


Enter GLOUCESTER» 


Glow, They do me wrong, and I will not endure it. 

Who are they that complain unto the King, 
That I, forſooth, am ſtern, and love them not? 
By holy Paul, they love his Grace but lightly, 
That fill his ears with ſuch diſſentious rumours, 
Becauſe I cannot flatter, and look fair, 

Smile in mens faces, ſmoothe, deceive, and cogy 
Duck with French nods and apiſh courteſy, 
J muſt be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live and think no harm, 
But thus his ſimple truth muſt be abus'd 
By ſilken, ſly, inſinuating Jacks? 
Gray. To whom in all this denen ſpeaks your 
Grace? 

Clou. To thee, that haſt nor honeſty, nor grace: 
When have I injur'd thee? when done thee wrong? 
Or thee ? or thee? or any of your faction? 

A plague upon you all! His royal perſon, 

Whom God preſerve better than you would wiſh, 
Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing while, 

But you mult trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Queen. Brother of Glo'ſter, you miſtake the matter: 
The King of his own royal diſpoſition, 

And not provok'd by any ſuitor elſe, 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 

That in your outward action ſhews itſelf 

Againſt my children, brothers, and myſelf, 

Makes him to ſend, that he may learn the ground 
Of your ill-will, and thereby to remove it. 

Glow. I cannot tell; the world is grown ſo bad, 
That wrens make prey where eagles dare not perch. 
Since every Jack became a gentleman, 

There's many a gentle perſon made a Jack. 

Queen. Come, come, we know your meaning, bre- 

ther Glo'ſter. 


| 


——U—äa—üſ— — — — 


ä —ͤ — — ———— — EO OE 
: 


22 KING RICHARD III. Ad& !]. 


You envy my advancement and my friends: 
God grant we never may have need of you ! 
Glow. Meantime, God grants that we have need of 
you ! 
Our brother is impriſon'd by your means, 
Myſelf diigrac'd, and the nobility 


Held in contempt ; while many fair promotions 


Are daily given to ennoble thoſe 

That ſcarce, ſome two days ſiuce, were worth a noble, 
Queen.” By him that rais'd me to this careful height, 

From that contented hap which-I enjoy'd, 

I never did incenſe his Majeſty. 

Againſt the Duke of Clarence, but have bein 

An earneſt advocate to plead for him. 

My Lord. you do me ſhameful injury, 

Falſely to draw me in theſe wild ſuſpects. 
Glou. You may deny too that you were the cauſe 

Of my Lord Haſtings' late impriſonment. 
Riv, She may, my Lord, for 
Glou. She may, Lord Rivers——- why, who knows 

not ſo ? 
She may do more, Sir, than denying that: 
She may help you to many fair preferments, 


And then deny her aiding hand therein, 


And lay thoſe honours on your high deſerts, 
W hat may ſhe not? ſhe may—ay, marry may ſhe—— 
Riv. What, marry, way ſhe ? 
Glou. What, marry, may ſhe ? marry with a king, 
A bachelor, a handſome ſtripling too. 
I wis your grandam had a worſer match. _— 
Queen. My Lord of Glo'ſter, I have too long borne 


Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter ſcoffs: 


By Heavn I will acquaint his Majeſty 

Of thoſe groſs taunts I often have endur'd. 

1 had rather be a country ſervant-maid, 

Than a great queen with this eilen, 

To be thus taunted, ſcorn'd and baited at. 
Small joy have I in being England's Queen, — 
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N . 


Enter Queen MARGARET» 


Q. Mar. And lefſen'd be that ſmall, _ I beſeech 
thee ! 
Thy honour, ſtate, and ſeat is due to me. 
Glou. What! threat you me with telling of the King? 
Tell him, and ſpare not; look, what I have ſaid, 
I will avouch in preſence of the King. 
Tis time to ſpeak, my pains are quite forgot. 
Q. Mar. Out, devil! I remember thee too well: 
Thou kilPdſt my huſband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor fon, at Tewkſbury. 
Glon. Ere you were queen, ay, or your huſband king, 
I was a packhorle in his great affairs; 
A weeder out of his proud adverſaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his friends ; 
To royalize his blood, I ipilt mine own. 
9. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his or thine, 
Glow. In all which time you and your huſband Gray 
Were factious for the houſe of Lancaſter; 
And, Rivers, ſo were you -was not your huſband, 
In Marg'ret's battle, at St Albans ſlain ? 


Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 
What you have been ere now, and what you are: 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 


92. Mar. A murd'rous villain, and fo (till thou art. 
Glow. Poor Clarence did forſake his father Warwick, 
Ay, and foreſwore himſelf, which, Jeſu, e — 
9. Mar. Which God revenge | 
Glow. To fight on Edward's party for the crown ; 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mew'd up: 
I would to God my heart were flint, like Edward's; 
Or Edward's ſoft and pitiful, like mine ; 
I am 100 childiſh-fooliſh for this world. 
Q. Mar. Hie thee to bell for _— and leave this 
world, * 
Thou cacodemon there thy kingdom i is. 


And all the pleaſures you uſurp, are mine. 
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Riv. My Lord of Glo'ſter, in thoſe buſy days 


Which here you-urge fo preve us enemies, 


We follow'd then our Lord, our lawful King. 


So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our King. 


Glow. If I ſhould be !—1I had rather be a pedlar : 


Far be it from my heart the thought thereof 


Queen. As little joy, my Lord, as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enjoy, were you this country's king; 

As little joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 
That 1 enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar A little joy enjoys the queen thereof; 

For I am ſhe, and altogether joyleſs, 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Hear me, ye wrangling pirates, that fall out 

In ſharing that which you have pilPd from mez 
Which of you trembles not, that looks on me? 
If not that I being queen, ye bow like ſubjects; 
Yet that by you depos'd, you quake like rebels ? 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away! 

Glow. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'ſt thou in my 

ſight? 

9. Mar. But repetition of what thou haſt marr'd, [4 
That will I make, before 1 let thee go. 8 
A huſband and a ſon thou ow'ſt to me; [To Glou. 
And thou a kingdom; [To the Queen.] all of you al- 

legiance : 
The ſorrow that I have, by right is yours; 


Glow. The curſe my noble father laid on thee, 
When thou didſt crown his warlike brows with paper, 
And with thy ſcorns drew'ſt rivers from his eyes, 
And then to dry them gav'ſt the Duke a clout, 
Steep'd in the faultleſs blood of pretty Rutland ; 
His curſes then from bitterneſs of foul © 
Denounc'd againſt thee, are now fall'n upon thee, 
And God, not we, has plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

Queen. So juſt is God, to right the innocent. 

'Haſt. ©, twas the fouleſt deed to ſlay that babe, 
And the molt mercileſs that e'er was heard of. 


But by ſome unlook'd accident cut off 
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Riv. Tyrants themſelves wept when it was reported. 
Dorſ. No man but propheſy'd revenge for it. 

Buck. Northumberland, then preſent, wept to ſee it, 
9. Mar. What! were you ſnarling all before I came, 

Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turn you all your hatred now on me? 

Did York's dread curſe ſo much prevail with Heav'n, 

That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 

Their kingdom's loſs, my woful baniſhmenr, 

Could all but anſwer for tbat peevith brat ? 

Can curſes pierce the clouds, and enter Heav'n? 

Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick curſes ! 

If not by war, by ſurfeit die your King; 

As ours by murder, to make him a king! 

Edward, thy ſon, that now is Prince of Wales, 

For Ed ward, our ſon, that was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like untimely violence! 

Thyſelf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 

Out-live thy glory, like my wretched ſelf; 

Long may'ſt thou live to wail thy children's loſs, 

And ſee another, as I ſee thee now, 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art ſtall'd in mine! 

Long die thy happy days before thy death. 

And, after many length'ned hours ot grier, 

Die, neither mother, wife, nor England's Queen} . 

Rivers and Dorſet, you were ſtanders by, 

And ſo waſt thou, Lord Haſtings, when my ſon 

Was ſtabb'd with bloody daggers ; God, I pray him, 

That none of you may live your natural age, 
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Glou, Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd hag. 
Mar. And leave out nee? ſtay, dog, for thou 
ſhalt hear me. 
If Heav'ns have any grievous plague in ſtore, 
Exceeding thoſe that I can wiſh upon thee, 
O, let them keep it, till thy fins be ripe 
And then hurl down their indignation . 
On thee, thou troubler of the poor world's pescel N 
The worm of conſcience ſtill be-gnaw thy ſoul 
Thy friends ſuſpect for traitors while thou liw'ſt, 
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26 KING RICHARD IH. A1. 
And take deep traitors for thy deareſt friends : 
No ſleep cloſe up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unleſs it be while ſome tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 
Thou elviſh-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog ! 
Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy nativity 

The ſlave of Nature, and the ſon of Hell! 
Thou ſlander of thy heavy mother's womb 4 
Thou loathed iſſue of thy father's loins ! 

Thou rag of honour, thou deteſted——- 

Glou. Margaret 

2. Mar. Richard. 

Glou. Ha 

Q. Mar. I call thee not. 

Glou. I cry thee mercy, then! for I did think 
That thou had'ſt calPd me all theſe bitter names. 

Q. Mar. Why, ſo I did; but look'd for no reply. 
Oh, let me make the period to my curſe. 

Glow. Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. 

Qucen. Thus have you breath'd your curle again 

yourſelf. 

Q. Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flouriſh of my 

fortune! 
Why ſtrew'ſt thou ſugar on that bottled ſpider, 
Whoſe deadly web enſnareth thee about? 
Fool, fool, thou wher'ft a knife to kill thyſelf : 
The day will come that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To help thee curſe this pois'nous hunch-back'd toad. 

Haſt. Falſe-boding woman, end thy frantic curſe ; 
Leſt to thy harm thou move our patience. 

2 Mar. Foul ſhame upon you, you have all moy'd 

mine. 

Rio, Were you well-ſerv'd, you would be taught 

your duty. 

Q. Mar. To ſerve me well, you all ſhould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your Queen, and you my ſubjects ; 
O, ſerve me well, and teach yourſelves that duty. 

Dorſ. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is lunatic. 

Q. Mar. Peace, Maſter Marquis, you are malapert ; 
Your fire-new ſtamp of honour is ſcarce current. 
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Act IJ. KING RICHARD Il. 27 
O, that your young nobility could judge | 
What 'twere to loſe it, and be miſerable ! | 
They that ſtand high, have many blaſts to ſhake them; 
And, if they fall, they daſh themſelves to pieces. 
Glow, Good counſel, marry ; learn it, learn it, Marquis; 
Dorſ. It touches you, my Lord, as much as me, 
Glou. Ay, and much more; but I was born fo highs 
Our airy buildeth in the cedar s top, 
And dallies with the wind, and ſcorns the ſun. 
2, Mar. And turns the ſun to ſhade ;—alas! alas! 
Witneſs my ſon, now in the ſhade of death; 
Whoſe bright out-ſhining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darknels folded up. 
Your airy buildeth in our airy's neſt. 
O God, that ſeeſt it, do not ſuffer it; 
As it was won with blood, ſo be it loſt! 
Buck. Peace, peace for ſhame, if not for charity. 
Aar. Urge neither charity nor ſhame to me; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And ſhamefully my hopes, by you, are butcher'd. 
My charity is outrage, life my ſhame, 
And in my ſhame ſtill live my forrow's rage! 
Buck. Have done, have done. | | 
Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, Vi kiſs thy hand, 
In ſign of league and amity witk thee : 
Now fair befall thee, and thy noble Houſe! 
Thy garments are not ſpoited with our blood, 
Nor thou within the compals of my curſe, 
Buck. Nor no one here; for curſes never paſs 
The lips of thoſe that breathe them in the air. 
Q Mar. VI not believe but they aſcend the ſky, 
And there awake God's gentle- ſleeping peace, 
O Buckingham, beware of yonder dog ; 
Look, when he fawns, be bites; and, when he bites, 
His venem-tooth will rankle to the 8 | 
IIave not to do with him, beware of him; : 
Sin, Death, and Hell, have ſet their marks upon him, | z] 
And all their miniſters attend on him. 4 
Glow. What doth ſhe ſay, my Lord of aii der þÞ 
Buck, Nothing that I reſpect, my gracious Lord. | & 
C 2 


— 
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9. Mar. What, doſt thou ſcorn me for my gentle 
counſel, 5 


And ſoothe the devil, that I warn thee Rom ? 

O, but remember this another day, . 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with ew ; 

And ſay, poor Marg'ret was a propheteſs. 

Live each of you the ſubject to his hate, 

And he to you, and all of you to God's! LExit. 
Buck. My hair doth ſtand on end to hear her curſes, 
Riv, And ſo doth mine: I wonder ſhe's at liberty. 
Glow. I cannot blame her, by God's holy Mother; 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 

My part thereof that I have done to her, 

Dorſ. I never did her any to my knowledge. 
Glow. Yet you have all the *vantage of her wrong: 

I was too hot to do ſome body good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now. 

Marry, for Clarence, he is well repay'd; 

He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains 4 

God pardon them that are the cauſe thereof 
Riv. A virtuous and a Chriſtian-like concluſion, 

To pray for them that have done ſcathe to us. 

Glou. So do Lever, being well-advis'd; | 

For had 1 curs'd now, I had curs'd myfelf. [ Aſide. 


Enter CATESBY. 


Cateſ. Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, and you, my noble Lord. 
Queen. Cateſby, we come; Lords, will you go with us? 
Riv. Madam, we will attend your Grace, 
[Exeunt all but Glouceſter, 
Glow. I do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawl. 
The ſecret miſchiefs that I ſet abroach 
J lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom I indeed have laid in darkneſs, 
L do beweep to many fample gulls, 
Namely to Stanley, Haſtings, Buckingham; 
And tell them, 'tis the Queen and her allies 
That ſtir the King againſt the Duke my brother, 
Now they believe it, and withal whet me 
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To be reveng'd on Rivers, Dor'et, Gray. 

But then I ſigh, and with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil: 
And thus I clothe my naked villainy 

Witlr old odd ends ſtoll'n forth of holy writ, 
And ſcem a ſaint when moit I play the devil. 


Entir tuo MURDERERS. 


But (oft, here come my executioners. 
How now, my hardy, ttout, refolved mates, 
55 you now going to diſpatch this deed? 
Vil. We are, my Lord, and come to have the warrant, 

FR we may be admitted where he is. 

Glow. Well thought upon, I have it here about me: 
When you have done, repair to Crelby-place, 
But, Sirs, be ſudden m the execution, 
Witbal obdurate, do not hear him plead; 
For Clarence is well-ſpoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

Vil. Fear not, my Lord, we will not ſtand to prate; 3 
Talkers are no good doers: be aſſur'd 
We go to uſe our hands, and not our tongues. 

Clou. Your eyes drop millſtones, when fools? eyes 

drop tears. 


] like you, lads—about your bufineſs—go. {[Exeunt, 
. 
Changes to the Tower. 


Enter CLARENCE and BRAKENBURY. 


Brak. Why looks your Graee ſo heavily to-day ? . 
Clar. O, I have paſt a miſerable night, 
So full of ugly fights, of ghaſtly dreams, 
That, as I am a Chriſtian faithful man, 
I] would not ſpend another ſuch a night 
Though *twere to buy a world of happy days; 
So full of diſmal terror was the time. 
&rak. What was your dream, my Lord? I pray you 
tell me. | 
C3 


| 
a 
| 
F 
f 
: 
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Clar. Methonght that J had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark'd to croſs to Burgundy, 
And in my company my brother Glo'ſter, 
Who from my cabin tempred me to walk 
Upon the hatches. Thence we look'd tow'rd Eng! and, 
And cited up a thouſand heavy times, 
During the wars of York and Lancaſter, 
That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought that Glo'ſter ſtumbled ; and in falling 
Struck me, that ſought to ſtay him, over-board 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 
Lord, Lord, methought what pain it was to drown ! 
What dreadful noiſe of waters in my ears! 
What ſights of ugly death within mine eyes! 
I thought I ſaw a thouſand fearful wrecks ; 
A thouſand men that fiſhes gnaw'd upon; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Ineſtimable ſtones, unvalued jewels. ' 
Some lay in dead men's ſculls; and in thoſe holes, 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 
As *twere in ſcorn of eyes, reflecting gems, 
That woo'd the ſlimy bottom of the deep, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay ſcatter'd by. 
Brak. Had you ſuch Jeifure in the time of death 
To gaze upon the ſecrets of the deep? 
Clar. Methought I had; and often did I ſtrive 
To yield the ghoſt ; but ſtill the envious flood 


| 
| 
| 


— 
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Kept in my ſoul, and would not let it forth M 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wand'ring air, p. 
But ſmother'd it within my panting bulk, A 
Which almoſt burſt to belch it in the ſea. A 

Brak. Awak'd you not with this fore agony ? T 

Clar. No, no, my dream was length'ned after life, 80 
O then began the tempeſt to my foul? _ T} 


I paſt, methought, the melancholy flood, 

With that grim ferry-man which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The firſt that there did greet my ſtranger ſoul, 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick, 


* 
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Who cry'd aloud— What ſcourge for perjury 

Can this dark monarchy afford falle Clarence? 

And ſo he vaniſh'd. Then came wand'ring by 

A ſhadow like an anget, with bright bair 

Dabbled in blood, and he ſhriek'd out aloud-—— 

Clarence is come, falſe, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence, 

That ſtabb'd me in the field by Tewkfbury ; 

Seize on him, furies, take bim to your torments!— 

With that, methought, a legion of foul hends 

Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears 

Such hideous cries, that with the very noiſe 

I, trembling, wak'd; and for a ſeaſon after 

Could not believe but that I was in hell ; 

Such terrible impreſſion made my dream. | 
Brak. No marvel, Lord, that it affrighted you; E 

I am, afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. | 
Clar. Ah, Brakenbury, I have done thoſe things 

That now give evidence againſt my ſoul, 

For Edward's ſake; and, ſee how he requites me! 

O God! if my deep prayers cannot appeaſe thee, 

But thou wilt be aveng'd on my miſdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 

O, ſpare my guiltleſs wife, and my poor children! 

I pr'ythee, Brakenbury, ſtay by me; 

My ſoul is heavy, and I fain would ſleep. ; 
Brak. I will, my Lord; God give your Grace good 

reſt! [Clarence /leeps. 

Sorrow breaks ſeaſons and repoſing hours, 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 2] 

Princes have but their titles for their glories, 1 

An outward honour for an inward toil; 8 1 

And, for unfelt imaginations, : 

They often feel a world of reftleſs cares : : 1 

So that between their titles and low name, _— 

There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 4 
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Enter the two MURDERERS. 


1 Vil, Ho, who's there? 3 
Brak. In God's name, what art thou? how cam'ſt 
tllou hither ? 
2 Vil. I would ſpeak with Clarence, and I came . 
on my legs. 
Brak. What, * brief? 
1 Fil. Tis better, Sir, than to be tedions,—Let him 
ſee our commiſſion, and talk no more. 
Brak. reads.] I am in this commanded to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 
I will not reaſon what is meant hereby, 
Becauſe I will be guiltleſs of the meaning. 
There lyes the Duke aſleep, and there the keys. 
I'll to the King, and ſignify to him, 
That thus I have reſign'd to you- my charge. 
1 Vil. You may, Sir, 'tis a point of wiſdom. Fare 
you well. [Exit Brakenbury. 
2 Fil. What, ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleeps? 
1 Vil, No; he! ſay *twas dong cowardly, when he 
wakes. 
2 Vil. When he wakes? why, fool, he ſhall never 
wake until the great judgment-day, 
1 Fil. Why then he'll ſay we ſtabb'd him ſleeping. 
2 Vil. The urging of that word, Ae hath bred 
« | kind of remorſe in me. 
i Vil. What? art thou afraid? | 
2 Vil. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it; but 
to be damn'd for killing him, from the which no war- 
rant can defend me. 
1 Vil. Vil back to the Duke of Glo'ſter, and tellhim ſo. 
2 Vil. Nay, pr'ythee, ſtay a little: I hope this holy 
humour of mine will change; it was wont to hold me 
but while one would tell twenty. 
1 Vil. How doſt thou feel thyſelf now ? 
2 Vil. Faith, ſome eertain dregs of conſcience are yet 
within me. 


* * 
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1 Vil. Remember the teward, when the deed's done. 
2 Vil. Come, he dies. I had forgot the reward. 
1 Vil. Where's thy conſcience now? 

2 Fñil. O, in the Duke of Glo'ſter's purſe. 

1 Vil. When he opens his purſe to give us our Oy: 
thy conſcience flies out. 

2 Fil. Tis no matter, let it 80 there's fol or none 
will entertain it. 

1 Vil, What if it come to thee again ? | 

2 Vil. Vil not meddle with it; it is a dangerous thing, 
it makes a man a coward: a man cannot ſteal, but it 
accuſeth him; a man cannot ſwear, but it checks him; 
a man cannot ly with his neighbour's wife, but it de- 
tects him. Tis a bluſhing ſhame-fac'd ſpirit that mu- 
tinies in a man's boſom: it fills one full of obſtacles, 
It made me once reſtore a purſe of gold, that by chance 
I found. It beggars.any man that keeps it. It is turned 
out of towns and cities for a dangerons thing; and every 
man that means to live well, endeayours to truſ. uim- 
ſelf, and live without it. | 

1 Vil. Tis even now at my elbow, perſuading me not 
to kill the Duke. 

2 Vil. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe 
him not: he would inſinuate en thee but to make 
thee ſigh. 

1Vil. lam ſtrong-fram'd, he cannot worull with me. 

2 Vil. Spoke like a tall fellow that reſpects his repu- 
tation. Come, ſhall we fall to work? 

1 Vil, Take him over the coſtard with the hilt of thy 
{word z and then throw 2 into the malmſie-butt, in 
the next room. 

2 Fil. O excellent device! and make a ſop of him. 

1 Vil. Soft, he wakes. Shall I ſtrike? 

2 Fil. No, we'll reaſon with him. 

Clar, Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup of wine. 

2 Vil. You ſhall bave wine enough, my Lord, anon. 

Clary, In God's name, what art thou ? 

1Vil. A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 
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= | I Fil. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 
_ Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 
1 1 Fil. My voice is now the King's, my looks mine own. 
Clar. How darkly and how deadly doſt thou ſpeak? 
— Your eyes do- menace me. Why look you pale? 
Who ſent you hither ? wherefore do * come? 
- Both. To, to, to, ——— 
Clar. To murder me? 
Both. Ay, ay. 
Clare Ye ſcarcely have the hearts to tell me ſo, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you? 
. 1 Vil, Offended us you have not, but the King. 
. Clar. I ſhall be reconcil'd to him again. 
2 Vil. Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to die. 
Clar, Are you call'd forth out of a world of men, 
To ſlay the innocent; "what's my offence ? 
Where is the evidence that doth accuſe me? 
What lawful queſt hath-given-their verdict up 
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Unto the frowning judge? or who-pronounc'd 

The bitter ſentence of poor Clarence' death? : 
Before I be convict by courſe of law, 
To threaten me with death is moſt unlawful. | I 
I charge you, as you hope to have redemption, | F? 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me: v 
The deed you undertake is damnable. | 7. 

i Fil. What we will do, we do upon command. 

2 Vil. And he that hath commanded is our King. 

Clar. Erroneous vaſſals! the great King of kings 0 
Hath in the table of his law commanded, — Co 
T hat thou Halt do no murder; will you then ; F: 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's? C 
Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his band, Blel 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. And 

2 Vil. And that ſame vengeance doth he hurl on thee, WHe | 
For falſe forſwearing, and for murder too, Bid 
Thou didſt receive the ſacrament to fight. . 11 

In quarrel of the houſe of Lancaſter. Cl, 
i Vil. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 1 5 
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Didſt break thy vow; and with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip'dſt the bowels of thy Sovereign's ſon. 
2 Vil. Whom thou wert ſworn to cheriſh and defend. 
1 Fil. How canſt thou urge God's dreadful law to us, 
When thou haſt broke it in ſuch high degree? 
Clar. Alas! for whoſe ſake did I that ill deed? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his ſake. 
He ſends you not to murder me for this, 
For in that ſin he is as deep as I, 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you yet, he doth it publicly ; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm; 
He needs no indirect nor lawleſs courſe, 
To cut off thoſe that have offended him. 
e Vil. Who made thee then a bloody miniſter, 
| When gallant, ſpringing, brave Plantagener, 


That princely novice was ſtruck dead by thee ? 


| 


Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 

1 Vil. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault, 
© Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee. 

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me : 


| | I am his brother, and I love him well. 


If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 


And I will ſend you to my brother Glo'ſter, 


Who will reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 
2/il. You are deceiv'd, your brother Glo'ſter hates 
8 

Clar. Oh, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear, 
Go you to him from me. 

Both. Ay, ſo we will. 

Clar, Tell him, when that our princely father York 
Bleſs'd his three ſons with his victorious arm, | 
And charg'd us from his ſoul to love each other: 

He little thought of this divided friendfhip. 
bid Glo'ſter think on this, and he will weep. ' 

1 Vil, Ay, militones; as he leſſon'd us to weep. 

Clar. O de not flander him, for he is kind. 

1 Fil. As ſnow in harveſt: -you deceive yourſelf; 
Tis he that ſends us to deſtroy you here. 
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Clar. It eannot be, for he bewept my fortune, 
And hugg'd me in his arms, and ſwore with ſobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. - 

1 Vil. Why, ſo he doth, when he delivers you 2 
From this earth's thraldicm to the joys of heav'n. We 

2 Vil. Make peace with God, for you muſt die, my 5 
Lord. 

* Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your ſoul, 
To counſel me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own ſouls ſo blind, 
That you will war with God, by murd'ring me ? 
O Sirs, conſider, they that ſet you on 
To do this deed will hate you for the deed. 

2 Vil. What ſhall we do? 

Clar. Relent, and ſave your ſouls. 
Which of you, if you were a Prince's ſon, 
Being pent from liberty, as I am now, 
If two ſuch murd'rers as yourſelves came to you, 
Would not entreat for life? ab! you would beg, 
Were you in my diſtreſs. 

1 Vil. Relent? *tis cowardly and womaniſh. 

Clar. Not to relent, is beaſtly, ſavage, deviliſh. 
My friend, I ſpy ſome pity in thy looks: 

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my ſide, and entreat ſor me. 

A begging prince what beggar pities not? 
2 Fil. Look behind you, my Lord. | 


— . - 
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By Heav'n the Duke ſhall know how ſlack uwe been. Wi 
2 Fil. I would he knew that I had ſav'd his e And 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what Ifayz -+ 


— * 


f 

| 1Vil. Take that, and that; if all this will not do, 0 
| [Stabs him. 
l PII drown you in the malmſy-batt within. [Exit, Le 
| 2 Vil. A bloody deed, and deſp'rately diſpatch'd ! Ce 
WW! — How fain, like Pilate, would I waſh my hands | Ei. 
Of this moſt grievous guilty murder done! ; 
25 Re-enter firſt VILLAIN. _ 4 
| 1 Vil, How now? what mean'ſt thou that thou help Fs, 

| ? 

| me not You 

| 


it. 


Diſſemble not your hatred; ſwear your love. 


Act II. KING RICHARD III. 37 | 
For I repent me that the Duke is ſlain. | [Exit. 

1 Vil, So do not I. Go, coward as thou art. 1 
Well, I'll go hide the body in ſome hole, | | 
Till that the Duke give order for his burial ; } 
And when I have my meed I muſt away; 
For this will out, and then I muſt not ſtay. [Exit. 


AC T Uu. SCENE I. 
The Court. 


Enter King EDWARD ſick, the QUEEN, DORSET, 
RIVERS, HASTINGS, CATESBY, BUCKING HAM, 
. aud WOODVILLE. 


K. EDrwarD. 


HY, ſo!—-Now have I done a good-day's work. 
You Peers, continue this united league. 
I every day expect an embaſlage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence. 
And now in peace my ſoul ſhall part to heaven, 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Haſtings and Rivers, take each other's hand ; 


Riv. By Heaven my foul is purg'd from gradging 
hate 

And with my hand I ſeal wy true heart's love. 

Haſt. So thrive I, as I truly ſwear the like! 

K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Leſt He that is the ſupreme King of kings 
Confound your hidden falſehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Haſt. So proſper I, as I ſwear perfect love! | 4 

Riv. And I, as I love Haſtings with my heart! — 

K. Edu. Madam, yourſelf is not exempt from this, A 
Nor your ſon Dorſet; Buckingham, nor you; _ 
You have been factious one againſt the other.. | 
Wife, love Lord Haſtings, let him kiſs your one's 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 
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Queen. There, Haſtings.——1 will never more re- 
member 
Our former hatred; ſo thrive I and mine! 
K. Edw. Dorſet, 'embrace him. —Haſtings, love Lord 
Marquis. 
Dor. This interchange of love, I here proteſt, 
Upon my part ſhall be inviolable. 
Haſt. And ſo ſwear I. 
K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, ſeal thou thi: 
league | 
With thy embracements to my. wife's allies, 
And make me happy in your unity, 
Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, and not with duteous love / 
[To the Queen. 
Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate in thoſe where IT expect moſt love! 
When I have moſt need to employ a friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he is a friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile 
Be he to me! This do I beg of Heaven, 
When I am cold in zeal to you or yours. 
[Embracing Rivers, Cc. 
K. Edu. A pleaſing cordial, princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vow unto my ſickly heart. 
There wanteth now our brother Glo'ſter here, 
To make the bleſſed period of this peace. | 
| Buck, And, in good time, here comes the noble Duke, 


Enter GLOUCESTER, With RATCLIFF. | 


Glow. Good morrow to wy Sovereign.——King and 
Queen, 

And princely Peers, a happy time of day. 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have ſpent the _ 
Brother, we have done dueds of charity; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between theſe ſwelling wrong-incenſed peers. 

Glow. A bleſſed labour, my moſt ſovereign Liege. 
Among this princely heap, if any here, 
By falſe intelligence, or wrong ſurmiſe, 


1d 
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LEY 


Hold me a foe ; if I unwittingly 

Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this preſence, I defire 

To reconcile me to his friendly peace. 
'Tis death to me to be at enmity, 

J hate it, and deſire all good men's love, _ 
Firſt, Madam, I entreat true peace of you, 
Which 1 will purchaſe with my duteous ſervice ; 


/ 


Fa Of you, my noble couſin Buckingham, 


If ever any grudge were lodged between us; 
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers, and of Dorſet, 
That all without deſert have frown'd on me; 


$ Of you, Lord Woodville ; and Lord Scales, of you, 


Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen; indeed, of all. 
1 do not know that Engliſhman alive, 


5 With whom my ſoul is any jot at odds, 
More than the infant tffat is born to-night ; 
I thank my God for my humility. 


Queen. A holy-day ſhall this be kept hereafter ; 


3 I would to God all ſtrifes were well compounded ! 
My Sovereign Lord, I do beſeech your Highneſs 
Io take our brother Clarence to your grace. 


Glou. Why, Madam, have I offer'd love for this, l 


ö To be ſo flouted in this royal preſence? | 


Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead ? 
| [They all ſtart, 


| You do him injury to fron his corſe. 


K. Edw. Who knows not he is dead! who knows 

he is? | 

Queen. All-ſeeing Heaven, what a world is this! 

Buck. Look I ſo pale, Lord Dorſet, as the reſt? 

Dor. Ay, my good Lord: and no man in the preſence, 
But his red colour hath forſook his cheeks. 

K. Edw. Is Clarence dead! The order was revers'd. 
Glou. But he, poor man, by your firſt order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear: 
dome tardy cripple had the countermand, 
That came too lag to fee him buried, 

God grant that ſome leſs noble, and leſs loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 
D 2 
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Deſerve no worſe than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from ſuſpicion ! 


Enter Lord STANLEY. 


Stan. A boon, my Sov'reign, for my ſervice done. 
K. Edu. I pr'ythee, peace; my foul is full of ſorrow. 
Stan. I will not riſe, unleſs your Highneſs hear me. 
A. Edu. Then ſay at once, what is it thou requeſteſt ? 
Stan, The forfeit, Sovereign, of my ſervant's life; 

Who flew to-day a riotous gentleman, 

Lately attendant. on the Duke of Norfolk, 
K. Edw. Have Ia tongue to doom my brother's de ach? 

And ſhall that tongue give pardon to a ſlave? 

My brother kill'd no man; his fault was thought 

And yet his puniſhment was bitter death, 

Who ſued to me for him? who, in my wrath, 

Kneel'd at my feet, and bid me be advis'd ? 

Who ſpoke of brotherhood ? who ſpoke of love ? 

Who told me how the poor ſoul did forſake 

The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 

Who told me, in the field at Tewkſbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he reſcu'd me, 

And Taid, Dear brother, live, and be a king? 

Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almoſt to death, how he did lap me 

Ev'n in his garments, and did give himſelf 

All thin and-naked to the numb cold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutiſh wrath 

Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 

Had ſo much grace to put it in my mind: 

But when your carters, or your waiting vaſlals 

Have done a drunken ſlaughter, and defac'd 

The precious image of our dear Redeemer ; 

You ſtraight are on your knees for pardon, ora 

And I, unjuſtly too, mult grant it you ; 

But for my brother not a man would ſpeak, 

Nor I, ungracious, ſpoke unto myſelf 

For him, p oor foul. 1 he proudeſt of you all 

Have been beholden to him in his liſe, 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life. 
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—— O God! I fear thy juſtice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this, 
—Come, Haſtings, help me to my cloſet. Ah! 
poor Clarence! 


Glow, Thele are the fruits of raſhneſs. Mark'd you 
not, | 

How that the guilty kindred of the Queen 

Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence? Heath? 

O! they did urge it (till unto the King. 

God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go 

To comfort Edward with our company ? [ Exeunt. 
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Enter the DUCHESS of YORK, wit: the two Children 
of CLARENCE. 


Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead? 
Nuch, No, boy. 
Daugh. Why do you weep ſo oft, and beat your 
breaſt ? 
And cry—O Clarence! my unhappy ſon ! 
Son. Why do you look on us, and ſhake your head, 
= And call us orphans, wretches, cait- aways, 
lf that our noble father be alive? 
Duc h. My pretty couſins, you miſtake me both. 
I do lament the ſickneſs of the King, 
* As loth to loſe him, not your father's death; 
It were Joſt ſorrow to wail one that's loft. | 
Son. Then you conclude, my grandam, he is dead. 
The King mine uncle is to blame for this. 
God will revenge it, whom I will importune 
With daily earneſt prayers. | 
Daugh. And ſe will I. 


Duch. Peace, children, peace ! the King doth loye 


you well, 
Incapable and ſhallow innocents ! 
You cannot gueſs who caus'd your father's death. 


Son. Grandam, we can; for my good uncle Glo'ſter 


Told me, the King, provok'd to't by the Queen, 
D 3 | 


[Exeunt ſome with the King and Queen. 
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42 KING RICHARD in. 44 1. 
De vis'd impeachments to impriſon him; 
And when my uncle told me ſo, he wept, 
And pitied me, and kindly kiſs'd my cheek, 
Bade me rely on him, as on wy father, - 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 
Duc . Ah! that deceit ſhould teal ſuch gentle ſhape, 
And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice ! 
He is my ſon, ay, and therein my ſhame; 


Vet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 


Son. Think you my uxcle did diſlemble, grandam? 
Duc i. Ay, boy. 
Son. I cannot think it. Hark, what noiſe is this? 


Enter the QUEEN with her hair about her ears, RIVERS 
and DORSET after her. 


Queen. Ah! who ſhall hinder me to wail and weep, 
To chide my fortune, and torment myſelf? 
Pl join with black deſpair againſt my ſoul, 
And to myſelf become an enemy. 
Duc h. What means this ſcene of rude impatience ? 
Queen, To make an at of tragic violence. 
Edward, my Lord, thy fon, our King is dead. 
Why grow the branches when the root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their ſap? 
If you will live, lament; if die, be brief; 
That our ſwift-winged ſouls may catch the King's; 
Or, like obedient ſubjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual reſt, 
Duck. Ah! ſo much int'reſt have I in thy ſorrow, 
As I had title to thy noble huſband. 
J have bewept a worthy huſband's death, 
And liv'd by looking on his images. 
But now two mirrors of his princely ſemblance 


Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death; 


And I for comfort have but one falſe glaſs, 

That grieves me when I fee my ſhame in him, 

Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother, 

And haſt the comfort of thy children left: 
But Death hath ſnatch'd my huſband from mine arms, 
And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands, 


Clarence and Edward, O, what cauſe have I, 
Thine being but a moiety of my grief, 
To over-go thy 'plaints, and drown thy cries ! 


q our father's death ; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears? 
= Daugh. Our fatherleſs diſtreſs was left unmoan'd ; 
EZ Your widow dolours likewiſe be unwept ! 
= Aueen. Give me no help in lamentation, 
lam not barren to bring forth complaints 
All ſprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being govern'd by the watry moon, 
May ſend forth plenteous tears to drown the world. 
Ah, for my huſband, for my dear Lord Edward! 
= Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear Lord Clarence! 
Duch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Cla- 
rence! 
Queen. What ſtay had I but Edward? and he's gone. 
Chil. What ſtay had we but Clarence? and he's gone. 
Duc hi. What ſtays had I but they? and they are gone. 
Queen. Was never widow had ſo dear a loſs. 
Chil. Were never orphans had ſo dear a loſs. 
Dach. Was never mother had ſo dear a loſs. 
Alas! I am the mother of theſe griefs; 
Their woes are parcel]'d, mine are general. 
E She for an Edward weeps, and ſo do I; 
for a Clarence weep, ſo doth not ſhe; 
[Theſe babes for Clarence weep, and ſo do I, 
Alas! you three on me, threefold-diſtrefs'd, 
Four all your tears; I am your ſorrow's nurſe, 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 
Dor. Comfort, dear mother; God is much diſpleas'd, 
That with unthankfulneſs you take his doing. - 
In common worldly things tis calbd ungrateful 
With dull unwillingneſs to pay a debt 
hich, with a bounteous hand, was kind]y lent : 
Much more to be thus oppoſite with Heav'n; 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 
Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 
Df the young Prince your ſon ; ſend ſtraight for him; 
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Son. Ah, aunt ! [To the Queen. ] you wept not for 
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44 KING RICHARD 1. A n. 


Let him be crown'd; in him your comfort lives. 
Drown deſp'rate ſorrow in dead Edward's grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne, 


SCENE MI. 


Enter GLOUCESTER, BUCKING HAM, STANLEY, 
HasSTINGsS, and RATCLIFF. 


Glow. Siſter, have comfort. All of us have cauſe 
To wail the dimming of our ſhining ſtar; 
But none can help our harms by wailing them, 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy ; 
I did not ſee you. —Humbly on my knee 
I crave your bleſling. 

Duch. God bleſs thee, and put meekneſs in thy breaſt, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true daty. 

Glou. Amen, and make me die a good old man. 
That is the butt-end of a mother's bleſſing; 
I marvel that her Grace did leave it out. 

Buck. You cloudy Princes, and heart-ſorrowing Peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, 
Now chear each other in each other's love; 
Though we have ſpent our harveſt of this King, 
We are to reap the harvelt of his ſon. 
The broken rancour of your high-ſwoln hearts, 
But lately ſplinter'd, knit and join'd together, 
Muſt gently be preſerv'd, cheriſh'd, and kept: 
Me ſeemeth good, that, with ſome little train, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetch'd 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 

Riv. 'Why with ſome little train, my Lord of Buck- 

ingham ? 

Buck. Marry, my Lord, leſt by a multitude + 
The new-heald wound of malice ſhould break out; 
Which would be ſo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the ſtate is yet ungovern'd, 2 C 
Where every horſe bears his commanding rein, ear 
And may direct his courſe as pleaſe himſell. IG 


ney 


10 
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= As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion ought to be prevented. 
Sou. I hope the King made Peace with all of us ; 
And the compact is firm and true in me. 
i Riv. And ſo in me; and ſo, I think, in all. 
| Yet ſince it is but green, it ſhould be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, 
- Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd ; 
* Therefore I ſay, with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet ſo few ſhould fetch the Prince. 
= Haſt, And ſo ſay I. 
| I Glow. Then be it ſoz and go we to determine 
who they ſhall be that ſtraight ſhall poſt to Ludlow. 
* © —Madam, and you my ſiſter, will you go, 
I _ To give your cenſures in this weighty buſineſs ? 


[Manent Buckingham and Glouceſter, 
= Buck. My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, 
For God's ſake let not us two ſtay at home : 
For, by the way, I'll ſort occaſion, | 
As index to the ſtory we late talk'd of, 

To part the Queen's proud kindred from the Prince. 

* Glou, My other ſelf, my counſel's conſiſtory, 

My oracle, my prophet z—-rmy dear Couſin, 

J, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

row 'rd Ludlow then, for we'll not ſtay behind. 


[ Exeunt, 
SC EN E V. 
Changes to a Street near the court. 


1. Cit, Good - morrow, neighbour, whither away ſo 
faſt? 

2 Cit. I promiſe you, I hardly know myſelf, 

ear you the news abroad ? 

| Cit, Yes, the King's dead, 


7 LZxeunt. 


mer one CITIZEN at one door, and another at the other. 
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For emulation who ſhall now be neareſt, 
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2 Cit, IIl news, by'r Lady; ſeldom comes a better. 
I fear, I-fear, "twill prove a giddy world, 


Enter another CITIZEN. 


3 Cit. Neighbours, God ſpeed! 
1 Cit. Give you good-morrow, Sir. 
3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good King Edward's 
death ? 2 
2 Cit. Ay, Sir, it is too true; God help, the while ! * 
3 Cit. Then, maſters, look to ſee a troublous world. 
1 Cit. No, no, by God's good grace his ſon ſhall rein. 
3 Cit. Woe to that land that's govern'd by a child! I 
2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government, : 
Which in his nonage, council under him, 
And, in his full and ripen'd years, himſelf, 
No doubt ſhall then, and till then, govern well. 
1 Cit. So ſtood the ſtate when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine months old. 
3 Cit. Stood the ſtate ſo? No, no, good friends, God 
wot; 
For then this land was famouſly enrich'd 
With-politic grave counſel ; then the King 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his Grace. 
1 Cit. Why, fo hath this, both by his father and 
mother. 
3 Cir. Better it were they all came by bis father, 
Or by his father there were none at all: 


Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 
O, full of danger is the Duke of Glo'ſter; | 


And the Queen's ſons and brothers haughty, proud ; My 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, Ma 
This ſickly land might ſolace as before. Sm. 
1 Cit, Come, come, we fear the worſt; all will be Ane 
well. Bec. 

3 Cit. When clouds are ſeen, vi men put on their * 
cloaxs; In h 

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand; He 1 
When the ſun ſets, who doth not look for night 7 2 o le 


Untimely ſtorms make men expect a dearth. That 
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All may be well; but if God ſort it fo, 
'Tis more than we deſerve, or I expect. 
2 Cit. Truly the hearts of men are full of fear ; 
You cannot rtaſon almoſt with a man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread, 
3 Cit. Before the days of change till is it ſo; 
By a divine inſtint men's mind miſtruſt 
Enſuing danger ; as by proof we ſee, 
The waters {well before a boiſt'rous ſtorm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away? 
2 Cit. Marry, we were ſent for to the Juſtices. 
2 Cit. And ſo was I, I'Il bear you company. [ Exeunt. 


D . 
Changes to the Court. 


5 Enter AxchIs no of York, the young DukE 
York, the QUEEN, and the DUCHESs of York. 


Arch. I heard they lay the laſt night at Northampton, 
At Stony Stratford they do reſt to-night ; 
' To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 
ds Dach. I long with all my heart to ſee the Prince 
1 hope he is much grown ſince laſt I ſaw him. 
Queen. But I hear not; they ſay my ſon of York 
Has almoſt overta'en him in his growth. 
| York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it ſo, 
Duch. Why, my young couſin? It is good to grow, 
York. Grandam, one night as we did ſit at ſupper, 
My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my brother. Ay, quoth my uncle Glo'ſter, 
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace. 
And ſince, methinks, I would not growl fo faſt, 
Becauſe ſweet flow'rs are ſlow, and weeds make haſte. 
Duch. Good faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold 
In him that did obje& the ſame to thee. 
He was the wretched'ſt thing when he was young; 
So long a growing, and ſo leiſurely, 
That, if his rule were true, he ſhould be gracious. 
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York. And ſo, no doubt, he is, my gracious Madam, 
Duc hi. I hope he is; but yet let mothers doubt. 
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember'd, 

I could have giv'n my uncle's Grace a flout 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 
Duck. How, my young” York? I pr'ythee, let me 

hear it. 
York. Marry, they ſay my uncle grew lo faſt, 

That he could gnaw a cruſt at two hours old ; 

'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting jeſt. 

Duch. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee this? 

York. Grandam, his nurſe. 

Duck. His nurſe ! why, ſhe was dead ere thou wall 
born. 

York. If 'twere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 

Queen, A per'lous boy—go to, you are too ſhrewd, 

Duc h. Good Madam, be not angry with a child. 

Queen. Pitchers have ears. | 


Enter a MESSENGER». 


Arch. Here comes a meſlenger : what news ? 

Meſſ. Such news, my Lord, as grieves me to report, 
Queen. How doth the Prince ? 
Meſſ. Well, Madam, and in health. 
| Duch. What is thy news? 
Meſſ. Lord Rivers and Lord Gray are ſent to Pom. 
KN fret, 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, priſoners. 
Duch, Who hath committed them? 
Meſſ. The mighty Dukes, 
Gloſter and Buckingham. 

Queen. For what offence? +» F 

Meſſ. The ſum of all I can, I have diſclug'd : : 
Why or for what the nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious Lady. \ 

Queen, Ah me! I ſee the ruin of my houſe; 
The tyger now hath ſeiz'd the gentle hind. 
Inſulting tyranny begins to jut - Th 
Upon the innocent and awleſs throne ; 


«a 
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Welcome, deſtruction, blood and maſſacre ! 
I ſee, as in a map, the end of all, 
Duck. Accurſed and unquiet wrangling days! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld? 
My huſband loſt his life to get the crown ; 
And often up and down my ſons were toſs'd, 
For me to joy and weep, their gain and loſs, 
And being ſeated, and domeſtic broils 
Clean over- blown, themſelves the conquerors 
Make war upon themſelves, blood againſt blood, 
Self againſt ſelf. O moſt prepoſterous 
And frantic outrage ! end thy damned ſpleen, 
Or let me die, to look on death no more. 
Queen. Come, come, my boy, we will to ſanctuary. 
— Madam, farewell. 
Duch. Stay, I will go with you, 
Queen. Y ou have no cauſe, 
Arch. My gracious Lady, go, 
And thither bear your treaſure and your goods, 
For my part, I'll reſign unto your Grace 
The ſeal I keep; and fo betide it me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours! 
—Go, I'Il conduct you to the ſanctuary. [Exeunt, 


ACT MW SCENE TL 


Is London. 


S 


The trumpets ſound. Enter Prince of WaLEs, the 
Nukes of GLOUCESTER ard neee Arcli- 
biſhop, with others. | 


1 HAM. 


ELcons ſweet Prince, to London, to your 
chamber. 


ch. Welcome, dear Couſin, my thoaght's ſovereign, 


The weary way hath made you melancholy, 
E 


0 KING RICHARD III. Act III. 
Prince. No, uncle, but our croſſes on the way 
Have made it tedious, weariſome and heavy. 
J want more uncles here to welcome me. 
Glou. Sweet Prince, thꝭ untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit, 
Nor more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 
Than of his outward ſhew, which, God he knows, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Thoſe uncles which you want were dangerous; 5 
Your Gtace attended to their ſugar'd words, Fe 
But look'd not on the-poifon of their hearts. 
God keep you from them, and from ſuch falſe friends! 
Prince. God keep me from falſe friends! but they 
were none. i643 
Slou. My Lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet 
you. 4 


Enter LORD MAYOR. 


Mayor. God bleſs your Grace with health and happy 
days 

Prince. I thank you, good my Lord, and thank you 

all. 8 - 

_*L-thought my mother, and my brother Vork, . 

Would long ere this have met us on the way. 8 

Fy, what a ſlug is Haſtings! that he comes not F 
Fo tell us whether they will come or no. b 

Eater Lord HASTINGS. 5 ; , 


ö 
0 
o : 
I | 
© 3 
1 
p 
l | 
G it 
N 
. | 
LY | : 
k 
\ 31 
1 > 
[T9 | i 
(4 „ 
. 
is 


— 
AS 
— — 


— 
—— 


Dock. And in . time here comes the ſweating 


eig, 

—— Welcome, my Lord; what, will our mother 15 
come? N 

Hloſt. On what occaſion God he knows, not I, 
The Queen your mother and your brother York If 
Have taken ſanctilary; the tender Prince | Yi 
Would fain have come with me to meet your Grace, 5 
0 


But by bis mother was perforce witb-held. 
Buck, Fy, hat an indirect and ꝓeeviſſi . 1 
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A& III. KING RICHARD III. 5 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace. 
perſuade the Queem to ſend the Duke of York. 

Unto his princely: brother preſently ? 

If ſhe deny, Lord Haſtings, you go with him, 


And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 


Arch. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratery- 
Can from his mother win the Duke of York, 
Anon expect him here: but if ſhe be 
Obdurate to entreaties, God forbid 


wee ſhould triage the -holy privilege 


wa. 


Of ſanctuary! not for all this land 
Would I be guilty of ſo deep a ſin. | 
Buck. You are tod ſenſeleſs-obſtinate, my Lord 3 
Too ceremonious and traditional, 
Weigh it but with the groſſneſs of this age, 
You break not ſanQuary in ſeizing him; 
The benefit thereof is always granted 


| s To thoſe whoſe dealings have deſerv'd the place, 


And thoſe who-have the wit to claim the place: 


© This Prince bath neither claim'd it, nor deſerv'd it; 
There fore, in mine opinion, cannot have it; 

Then taking him from thence, that is not there, 
Lou break no privilege nor charter there. 

= Oft have I heard of ſanctuary- men, 

But ſanctuary children ne'er till now. 

Arc. My Lord, you ſhall o er- rule my mind for once- 
Come on, Lord Haſtings, will you go with me? 


Haſt. I go, my Lord. 
Prince. Good Lords, make all the ſpeedy haſte you 
may. [ Exeunt Archbiſhop and Haſtings. 


day, uncle Gloſter; if our brother come, 
Where ſhall we ſojourn till our coronation ? 


Glow. Where it ſeems beſt unto your royal ſelf: 


| If I may counſel you, ſome day or two 


Your Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower : ; 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fit + 
For your beſt health and recreation. 
Prince, I do not like the Tower of any place. 
Did Julius Cæſar build that place, my Lord ? + / 
E 2 
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Buck. He did, my gracious Lerd, begin that place, 
Which, ſince, ſucceeding ages have re- edify'd. 

Prince. Is it upon record? or elſe reported 
Succeſlively, from age to age, he built it? 

Buck. Upon record, my gracious Lord. 

Prince. But ſay, my Lord, it were not regiſter'd, 
Methinks the truth ſhould live from age to age, 
As 'twere retail'd to all poſterity, 
Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glou, So wiſe, fo young, they ſay, do ne'er live long. 


[ Aſide, 
Prince. What ſay you, uncle ? 
Glow. I fay, without characters fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity, 
I moralize ; two meanings in one word. [Aids. 
Prince. That Julius Cæſar was a famous man; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit, 
His wit ſet down to make his valour hve. 
Death makes no conqueſt of this conqueror ; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life. 
—PÞl tell you what, my couſin Buckingham. 
Buck, What, my gracious Lord? 
Prince, An if I live until I be a man, 
I'll win our ancient right in France again, 
Or die a ſoldier, as I liv'd a king. 
Glow, Short ſummer lightly has a forward ſpring. 
| [ Aſige, 


Exter Lokk, HASTINGS, and ARCHBISHOP. 
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Buck. Now, in good time, bere comes the Duke of W . 
York. | 

Prince. Richard of York, how fares our noble bro- . 

ther ? He 

York. Well, my dread Lord, {o. muſt I call you uow, 30 

Prince. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours ; ( 

Too late he dy'd that might have kept that ns My 

Which by his death hath. loſt much môjeſty. W; 


Glow, How fares our couſin, noble Lord of York? * WM To 


-” * 


© York.. I thank you, gentle uncle. O my Lord, 
You ſaid that idle weeds are faſt in growth: 
The Prinee my brother hath outgrown me heed 
Glou. He hath, my Lord. 
Yorki And therefore 3 is he idle? 
Glow, Obs my fair couſin, I muſt not ſay fo. 
York. Then is he more beholden to you than J. 
Glou. He may command me as my Sovereign ; 
Bat you have pow'r in me, as in a kinſman. 
> York, I pray you, Uncle, give me this your dagger. 
FF Glou. My dagger, little Couſin ? with all my heart. 
Prince. A beggar, brother? 
* York. Of my kind 2 that I know will give; 
And being but a toy, which is no gift to give. 
” Glou. A greater gift than that Ill give my couſin. 
York. A greater gift? O, that's the ſword-to it. 
Glou. Ay, gentle Couſin, were it light enough. 
York. O, theh I ſee you'll part but with light gifts; 
In weightier things you'll ſay a beggar nay. 
Glou. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear. 
York; I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 
Glou. What, would you have my weapon, little Lord? 
York. I would, that I e thank you, as you call me. 
Glou. How? 
York. Little. 
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ie, Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 
| York, You mean to bear me, not to bear with me: 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me: 
| Becauſe that I am little like an ape, 
> 05: He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulders, 
Buck. With what a ſharp-provided wit be reaſons ! - 
ro- To mitigate” the ſcorn he gives his uncle, 


$0 cunning, and ſo young, is wonderful. 

Clou. My Lord, wilPt pleaſe you paſs along? 
Myſelf, and my good couſin Buckingham | 
Wilt io your mother, to entreat of her . 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome vou. 
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Prince. My Lord of York will ſtil] be crofs in talk. 


He prettily and aptly taunts hunſelf : « 
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York, What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord? 
Prince. My Lord Protector needs will have it ſo. 
York. I ſhall not ſleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Glou. Why, what ſhould you fear? | 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence” angry ghoſt ; 

My grandam told me he was murder'd there. 

Prinee. I fear no uncles. dead. 

Glow. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope I need not fear, 
—But come, my Lord, and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince, York, Haſtings and. Dorſet. 


SC ENB II. 
Manent GLOUCESTER, BUCKINGHAM and CATESBY, 


Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little prating York 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtle mother, | 
To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glow, No doubt, no doubt. Oh, ?tis a per'lous boy, 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 
He's all the motber's, from the top to toe. 
Buck. Well, let them reſt. Come, Cateſby, thou art 
| ſworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend, 
As cloſely to conceal what we impart. 
Thou know'ſt our reaſons urg'd upon the way; 
What think'ſt thou? is it not an eaſy matter 
To make Lord William Haſtings of our mind, 


For the inſtalment of this noble Duke 


In the ſeat royal of this famous iſle? 

Cate /. He for his father's ſake fe loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to aught againſt him. 

Buck. What think'ſt thou then of Stanley? will 

Not he ? 

Cateſ. He will do all in all as Haſtings doth. 

Buch, Well then, no more than this, Go, "= 
Catelby, | 
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Come, Jet us ſup betimes ; that, afterwards, 
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And, as it were far off, ſound thou Lord Haſtings, 

How he doth ſtand affected to our purpoſe; 

And ſummon him to-morrow to the Tower, 

To fit about the coronation, 

If thou doſt find him tractable to us, 

Encourage him, and tell him all our reaſons ; 

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

Be thou ſo too, and fo break off the talk, 

And give us notice of his inclination ; 

For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 

Wherein thyſelf ſhalt highly be employ'd. > 
Glou. Commend me to Lord William; tell him, 

Cateſby, 

His ancient knot of dangerous adverſaries 

To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-caſtle ; 

And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 

Give Mrs Shore one penile kiſs the more. 
Buck. Good Cate ſby, go, effect this buſineſs ſoundly, 
Cate /. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can, 


Glow. Shall we hear from you, Cateſby, ere we ſleep? 


Cateſ. You ſhall, my Lord. 
Glcu, At Croſby place, there you ſhall find us both. 
[ Exit Cate ſby. 
Buck. My Lord, what mall we do if we perceive 
Lord Haſtings will not yield to our complots? 
Chou. Chop off his head, man; ſomewhat we will do. 


| And look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables 
+ Whereof the King, my brother, ſtood poſſeſs'd. 


. Buck, I'll claim that promiſe at your Grace's hand, 
Glou. And look to have it yielded with all kindneſs, 


We may digeſt our complots in ſome form, [| Exeunrt, 
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SCE N E III. 
Before Lord Haſtings's Ho. 


* 


Enter a MESSENGER to the door of HASTIN GS. 


Meſſ. My Lord, my Lord, — 
Haſt. within. ] Who knocks ? 
Mell. One from Lord Stanley: 
Hat. What is't o'clock? 

Meſj. Upon the ſtroke of four. 


Enter Lord HASTINGS. 


Haſt. Cannot thy maſter ſleep theſe tedious nights? 
e.. So it appears, by what I have to ſay, 
- Firſt, he commends him to your noble ſelf. 

Haſt. What then? 

Meſj. Then certifies your Lordſhip, that this night 
He dream'd the Boar had raſed off his helm. | 
Beſides, le ſays, there are two councils held; 
And that way be determin'd at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at th' other. 
Therefore he ſends to know your Lordihip's pleaſure, 
If you will preſently take horſe with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt with him row'rds the north, 
To ſhun the danger that his ſoul divines. 

Haſt. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy Lord: 
Bid him not fear the ſeparated councils : 
His honour and myſelf are at the one, 
And at the other is my gopd friend Cateſby, 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, 
Whereof I ſhall not have intelligence. 
Tell him his fears are ſhallow, wanting inſtance; ; 
And for his dreams, I wonder be's ſo fond 
To truſt the mockery of unquiet ſtumbers. 
To fly the Boar before the Boar purſues, 
Were to incenſe the Boar to follow us, 


And make purſuit where he did mean no chaſe, 
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Go, bid thy maſter riſe and come to me, 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he ſhall ſee the Boar will uſe us kindly. 
Meſſ. I'll go, my Lord, and tell him what you ſay. 
[ Exit. 


Enter CATESBY. 


Cateſ. Many good morrows to my noble Lord! 
Haſt. Good morrow, Cateſby: you are early ſtirring, 
What news, what news, in this our tott'ring ſlate ? 
Cate/. It is a reeling world, indeed, my Lord; 
And, I believe, will never ſtand upright, 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm, 
Haſt. How ! wear the garland: ? doſt thou mean the 
crown? 
Cateſ. Ay, my good Lord. 
Haſt, I'll have this crown of mine cut from my 
ſhoulders, 


Be fore Ill ſee the crown ſo foul miſplac'd. 
But canſt thou gueſs that he doth aim at it.? 
© Catef. Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you forward 
> Upon his party for the gain thereof; 

' And thereupon he ſends. you this good news, 

= That this ſame very day your enemies, 

Ihe kindred of the Queen, mult die at Pomfret. 


Hat. Indeed I am no mourner for that news, 


» Becauſe they have been ſtill my adverſaries ; 
But that Vll give my voice on Richard's ſide, 
> To har my maſter's heirs in true deſcent, 


: God knows I will not do it to the death. 


Cateſ. God keep your Lordſhip in that gracious mind! 
Haſt. But 1 ſhall laugh at this a twelvemonth hence, 


| That they who brought me in my maſter's hate, 


I live to look upon their tragedy. 

Well, Cateſby, ere a fortnight make me older, 

I'll ſend ſome packing that yet think not on't. 
Cate ſ. *Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious Lord, 

When men are unprepar'd and look not for it. 
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Ha ſt. O monſtrous, monſtrous! and ſo falls it out 


With Rivers, Vaughan, Gray; and ſo'twill do 


With ſome men elſe, who think themſelves as ſafe 

As thou and I; who, as thou know'ſt, are dear 

To princely Richard and to Buckingham. 

Cateſ. The Princes both make high account of you— 

For they account his head upon the bridge. [| A/id:, 
Ha ſt. 1 know they do; and I have well deſerv'd it. 


2 Enter Lord STANLEY. 


Come on, come on, where is your boar-ſpear, man? 
Fear you the Boar, and go ſo unprovided ? 


Stan, My Lord, good morrow ; and good morrow, 


Cate ſby. 

Lou may jeſt on, but by the holy rood 

I do not like theſe ſeveral councils, I. 
Haft. My Lord, 

Fhold my life as dear as you do yours; 

And neyer in my days, I do proteſt, 

Was it fo precious to me as *tis now: 

Think you, but that I know our ſtate ſecure, 

J would be fo triumphant as I am? | 
Stan. The Lords at Pomfret, when * rode from 
| London, 

Were jocund, and ſuppos'd their ſtates 1 were ſure ; 

And they indeed had no cauſe to miſtruſt ;_ 

But yet, you ſee how ſoon the day oercaſt, 

This ſudden ſtab of rancour I miſdoubt ; 

Pray God, I ſay, I prove a needleſs coward ! 

What, ſhall we tow'rd the Tower ? the day is ſpent, 


Haſt. Come, come, have with you, — Wot ye what 


my Lord? | 
To-day the Lords you talk of are beheaded. 


Stan. They for their truth might better wear their 


heads, 
Than ſome that have accus'd them wear their hats. 
7 come, my Lord, away. 


Enter a PURSULVANT-. 


ift. C on before, PII talk with this good fellow. 
IE [Exeunt Lord Stanley and Cateſby. 
EZ Sirrah, how now? how goes the world with thee ? 
Purſe. The betier that your Lordlhip pleaſe to aſk, 
Haſt. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now 
Than when thou mer'ſt me laſt, where now we meet; 
Then I was going priſoner to the Tower, 
By the ſuggeſtion of the Queen's allies ; 
But now I tell thee, (keep it to thyſelf), 
This day thoſe enemies are pat to death, s 
And I in better ſtate than &er I was. 
Purſ. God hold it to your Honour's good content! 
Haſt. Gramercy, fellow; there, drink that for me. 
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Purſ. I thank your Honour. [Exit Purſuivant, 
5 Enter a PRIEST. : 
| : Prieſt. Well met, my Lord, Pm glad to ſee your 
BD Honour, 

Hat. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heart. 


| 11 m in your debt for your laſt exerciſe : 
Come the next ſabbath, and I will content you, 


[ He whiſpers, 
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Enter BUCKING HAM. 


Buck. What, talking with a prieſt, Lord Chamberlain? 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need a prieſt, 

Tour Honour hath no ſhriving work in hand. 

= Haſt. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 

ow, go-you toward the Tower ? 

Buck. I do, my Lord, but long I ſhall not ſtay : 

8 ſhall return before your Lordſhip thence. 

| Haſt. Nay, like enough, for I ſtay dinner there. 
ed. And ſupper. too, although thou know'lt i it not, 
Lide. 
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| Tome, will you go? : 
| Haſt, PN wait upon your Lerdthip, Exeunt. 
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[Dhrows him his purſe. 
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. 
Changes to Pomfret Caſt le. 


Enter Sir RICHARD RATCLIFF, with Halberds, cart y- 
ing Lord RiveRs, Lord RICHARD GRAY, and Sir 


Thomas VAUGHAN, ro death, 


Raz. Come, bring forth the priſoners. 

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this; 
To- day ſhalt thou behold a ſubje& die 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Gray. God keep the Prince from all the pack of you, 
A knot you are of damned blood-ſuckers. 

Vaugh. You live that ihall cry woe for this hereafter, 

Kat. Diſpatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 5 

Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody priſon, | ; 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! S 
Within the guilty cloſure of thy walls 
Richard the Second, here, was hack'd to death : 

And for more ſlander to thy diſmal ſear, 
We give to thee our guiltleſs blood to drink. 

Gray. Now, Marg'ret's curſe is fall'n upon our head; 
When ſhe exclaim'd on Haſtings, you and I, 8 
For ſtanding by when Richard ſtabb'd her ſon. | 

Riv, Then curs'd ſhe Richard, curs'd ſhe Buck- 

ingham, F 
Then curs'd ſhe Haſtings. O remember, God! | 
To hear her prayer for them, as now for. us. 
As for my ſiſter and her princely ſons, 
Be ſatisfy'd, dear God, with our true blood, 
Which, as thou know'ſt, unjuſtly muſt be ſpilt. 
Rat. Make hafte, the hour of death is now expir'd. 
Riv. Come, Gray; come, Vaughan; let us all em I 
brace. [They embrace VM 
Farewell, until we meet again in heav u. [Excum. V 
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E V. 
The Tower. 


BUCKINGHAM, STANLEY, Has TIN GS, Biſhop of 
ELV. CATESBY, LoveL, with Others, at a table. 


Haſt, Now, noble Peers, the cauſe why we are met, 
Is to determine of the coronation. 
In God's name ſpeak, when is the royal day ? 

Buck, Are all things ready for that royal time? 

Stan, They are, and want but nomination. 

Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 

Buck, Who knows the Lord Protector's mind herein? 
Who is moſt inward with the noble Duke? 

Ely. Your Grace, we think, ſhould ſooneſt know his 

mind. 
Buck. We know each other's faces; for our hearts, 


' He knows no more of mine than I of yours; 


Nor I of his, my Lord, than you of mine. 


_— AF ie et 


—Lord Haſtings, you and he are near in love. 
Haſt. I thank his Grace, I know he loves me well; 
But for his purpoſe in the coronation, 


L have not ſounded him, nor he deliver'd 


His gracious pleaſure any way therein ; 

But you, my noble Lord, may name the time, 
And in the Duke's behalf I'Il give my voice, 
Which I preſume he'll take in gentle part, 


Enter GLOUCESTER, 


Ely. In happy time here comes the Duke himſelf. 
Glow. My noble Lords and Couſins all, good morrow. 


T have been long a ſleeper ; but I truſt, 


My abſence doth negle& no great deſign, 
Which by my preſence might have been conclude. 


Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my Lord, 


| William Lord Haſtings had pronounc'd vour part ; 
I mean your voice for crowning of the King. 
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Glou. Than my Lord Haſtings no man might be 
bolder. - 
His Lordſhip knows me well, and loves me well. 
—My Lord of Ely, when I was laſt in Holbourn, 
I ſaw good ſtrawberries in your garden there; 
J do beſeech you ſend for ſome of them. 
Ely. Marry and will, my Lord, with all my hear“. 
| [Exit Ely, 
Glou. Couſin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
—Cateſby hath ſounded Haſtings in our buſineſs, . 
And finds the teſty gentleman ſo hor, 
That he will loſe his head ere give conſent 
His maſter's ſon, as worſhipfully he terms it, 
Shall loſe the royalty of England's throne. 
Buck. Withdraw yourſelf a while, II go with you. 
[Exit Glou. and Buck. 
Stan. We have not yet ſet down this day of triump|, 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too ſudden ; 
For I myſelf am not fo well provided, 
As elſe I would be, were the day prolong'd. 


Re-enter Biſbop of El x. 


Ely. Where is my Lord the Duke of Glouceſter ? 
I have ſent for theſe ſtrawberries. 
Haſt. His Grace looks chearfully and ſmooth iis 
morning z 
There's ſome conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids good morrow with fuch ſpirit, 
I think there's ne'er a man in Chriſtendom 
Can leſſer hide his love or hate than he; 
For by his face ſtrait ſhall you know his heart. 
Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face, 
By any likelihood he ſhew'd to day? 
Haſt. Marry, that with no man here he's offended : 
For were he, he had ſhewn it in his looks. 
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Re-enter GLOUCESTER and BUcRIN HAM. 


Glow. I pray you all, tell me what they deſerve, 
That do conſpire my death with deviliſh plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevailed 
Upon my body with their helliſh charms. 

Haſt. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord, 


Makes me moſt forward in this princely preſence, 


To doom th? offenders. Wboſos'er they be, 
I ſay, my Lord, they have deſerved death. 

Glow. Then be your eyes the witneſs of their evil. 
Look how I am bewitch'd; behold mine arm 
Is, like a blaſted ſapling, wither'd up; | 
And this is Edward's wife, that monſtraus witch, 
Conſorted with that harlot, ſtrumpet Shore, 


That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 


Haſt, If they have done this deed, my noble Lord 
Glow. If !—thou protector of this damned ſtrumpet, 
Talk'ſt thou to me of Ifs ?— Thou arr a traitor. 


E —Off with his head. Now, by St Paul I ſwear, 


I will not dine until I fee the ſame; 
Lovel and Cateſby, look that it be done: 
The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. [ Zxcunt. 


Manent LOvEL and CAT ESB Y with the Lord 
HASTINGS. 


Haſt, Woe, woe for England, not a whit for me ! 


5 For I, too fond, might have prevented this. 
Stanley did dream the Boar did raze our helms, 
But I did ſcorn it, and diſdain to fly. 


Three times to- day my foot- cloth horſe did ſtumble, 
And ſtarted when he loak'd upon the Tower, 

As loth to bear me to the ſlaughter-houſe. 

0 now I need the prieſt that ſpake to me, 

El now repent I told the purſuivant, 

As too triumphing, how mine enemies 

To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 

And I myſelf ſecure in grace and favour, 
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Ob, Margret, Marg'ret, now thy heavy curſe 4 

Is lighted on poor Haſtings' wretched head. 1 
Cateſ. Come, come, diſpatch. The Duke would be 

at dinner: | 

Make a ſhort ſhrift ; he longs to fee your head. 
Haſt. O momentary grace of mortal men, 

Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! 

Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 

Lives like a drunken ſailor en a maſt, 

Ready with every nod to tumble down 

Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 
Lov, Come, eome, dilpateh; 'tis bootleſs to exclaim, 
Haſt. Oh, bloody Richard! miſerable England! 

I propheſy the fearful'ſt time to thee, 

That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. = 

Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head; XY 

They ſmile at me who ſhortly ſhall be dead. [Exeunt, © 
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C bange. to the Tower Walls. 


: 
Enter GLOUCESTER and BUCKINGHAM in ruſty ar- 
mour, marvellous ill-favoured. | 


Glou. Come, Couſin, can'ſt thou quake and change 


thy colour, = 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, = \ 
And then again begin, and ſtop again, = \ 
As if thou wert diſtraught and mad with terror ? 5 1 
Buck. Tat, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian, * 1 
Speak and look back, and pry on every ſide, 5 
Tremble and ſtart at wagging of a ſtraw, £ 
Intending deep ſuſpicion: ghaſtly looks 0 
Are at my ſervice, like enforced fmiles, = P. 
And both are ready in their offices, I . 


At any time to grace my ſtratagems. N K 
Ghu. Here comes the Mayor. | 
Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. 

Lord Mayor, m—_ 
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Enter Lord Mavok, attended, 


Glou. Look to the drawbridge there. 

Buck. Hark, a drum! | 

Glou. Cateſby, o'erlook the walls. 

Buck. Lord Mayor, the reaſon we have ſent 
Glow. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard us! 


* 


| 3 Enter LOVEL and CaTEsSBY with HasSTINGs's head. 


Glou. Be patient, they are friends; Cateſby and Lovel. 
| Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unſuſpeted Haſtings, 
Glow. So dear 1 lov'd the man, that I muſt weep. 
* 1 took him for the plaineſt, harmleſs creature 


That breath'd upon the earth a Chriſtian z 


Made him my book, wherein my foul recorded 


The hiſtory of all her ſecret thoughts: 


So {mooth he daub'd his vice with ſhew of virtue, 


That, his apparent open guilt omitted, 

> I mean his converſation with Shore's wife, 

He liv'd from all attainder of ſuſpect. $7 
Buck. Well, well, he was the cover'ſt ſhelter'd 


traitor 


Would you imagine, or almoſt believe, 
Were't not that by great preſervation 

We live to tell it, that the ſubtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the councilhouſe, 
To murder me and my good Lord of Glo ſter? 
Mayor. What!—had he ſo? 8 ft 


* 5 


Clou. What! think you we are Turks or Infidels? 
Or that we would, againſt the form of law, q 
Proceed thus raſhly to the villain's death, 1 
But that the extreme peril of the caſe; — 

The peace of England, and our perſon's ſafety, 
Enforc'd us to this execution? f 

| Mayor, Now fair befal you! he deferv'd his death; 
| And your good Graces both have well proceeded; | © 

| 14 
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To warn falſe traitors from the like attempts. 
I never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miſtreſs Shore. 
Buck, Yet had not we determined he ſhould die, 
Until your Lordſhip came to ſee his end, 
Whieh now the loving haſte of theſe our friends, 
Something againſt our meaning, hath prevented; 
Becauſe, my Lord, we would have had you hear 
The traitor ſpeak, and tim'rouſly confeſs 
The manner and the purpoſe of his treafons, 
That you might well have ſignified the ſame 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Miſconſtrue us in him, and wail his death. 
Mayor. But, my good Lord, your Grace's word ſha]] 
ſerve, 
As well as I had ſeen and heard him ſpeak ; 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 
But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens . = : 
With all your juſt proceedings in this cafe. 5 
Glow. And to that end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip here, 
FTavoid the cenſures of the carping world. 5 
Buck. But, ſince you come too late of our intent, ; 
Yet witneſs what you hear we did intend. ; 
And fo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewell. | 
[Exit Mayor, 
Glow. Go after, after, Couſin Buckingham. 
The Mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all poft ; 
There, at your meeteſt vantage of the time, : 
Infer the baſtardy of Edward's children. E 
Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen, 
Only for ſaying he would make his ſon | Vi 
Heir to the crown; meaning, indeed, his houſe, ; 
Which by the ſigu thereof was termed ſo, 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 
And beſtial appetite in change of luſt, 
Which ſtretch'd unto their ſervants, daughters, wires, . 
Ev'n where his ranging eye or ſavage heart 
Without controul luſted to make a prey. 


1 thus far come near my perſon ; 
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Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that inſatiate Edward, noble York, 

My princely father, then had wars in France; 
And, by juſt computation of the time, 

Found that the iſſue was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father, 
Yet touch this ſparingly, as 'twere far off: 


Buck. Doubt not, my Lord. _ PII play the orater, 
As if the golden fee for which I plead | 
Were for myſelf: and fo, my Lord, adieu. 


Glow, If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's 
| caſtle, 


; | Becauſe, my Lord, you know my mother lives. 


Where you ſhall find me well accompanied 
With reverend fathers and well-learned biſhops. 
> Buck. I go: and towards three or four o'clock 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords, 
[Exit Buckingham, 
Glou. Go, Lovel, with all ſpeed to Doctor Shaw: 
Go thou to Friar Peuker; bid them both 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard's caſtle. 
: [Exeunt Lov. and Cateſ. ſeverally, 
> Now will I go to take ſome privy order | 


Io draw the brats of Clarence out of ſight ; 
And to give order that no ſort of perſon 


Have any time recourſe unto the princes. [Exit Glou. 


Enter a SCRIVENER, 


 Scriv, Here is th' inditment of the good Lord 
B 


; Haſtings, 

Which in a ſet hand fairly is ingroſs'd, 

That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul's : 
And mark how well the ſequel hangs together, 
= Eleven hours I've ſpent to write it over, 

| For yeſternight by Cateſby was it ſent me; 
The precedent was full as long a-doing : 


5 And yet within theſe five hours Haſtings liy'd 
: Untainted, unexamin'd, free at liberty, 
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Here's a good world the while Who is ſo groſs 
That cannot ſee this palpable device? 

Yet who fo bold but ſays he ſees it not? 4 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 

When ſuch ill dealings muſt be ſeen in thought. [ Exit, 


„NI. 
Changes to Baynard's Caſſle. 


Enter GLOUCESTER and BUCKHINGHAM, at ſeveral 
0 doors, 


Glou. How now, how now, what fay the citizens ? 
Buck. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, ſay not a word. 
Glow. Touch'd you the baftardy of Edward's children 
Buck. I did, with his contract with Lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France; 
Th unſatiate greedineſs of his deſires, 
And his enforcement of the city- wives; 
His tyranny for trifles ; his own baſtardy, 
As being got your father then in France, 
And his reſemblance being nor like the Duke. 
Withal. I did infer your lineaments, 
Being the right idea of your father, 
Both in your form and nobleneſs of mind: 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your diſcipline in war, wiſdom in peace, 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility z _ -—-- 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for the purpoſe 
Untouch'd, or flightly handled in diſcourſe : 
And when my oratory grew tow'rd end, 
I bid them that did love their country's good, 
Cry, God ſave Richard, England's royal King. 
Glow. And did they ſo? _ 
Buck. No; ſo God help me, they ſpake not a word; 
But, like dumb ſtatues, or unbreathing ſtones, 
Star'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale; 
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Which when I ſaw, I reprehended them, 
And aſk'd the May'r, what meant this wilful ſilence ? 
> His anſwer was, the people were not us'd 
To be ſpoke to, except by the recorder 
Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again: 
Thus ſaith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd, 


; 1 But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himſelf. 
When he bad done, ſome followers of mine own, 
At lower end o' th' hall, hurl'd up their caps, 


And ſome ten voices cry'd, God ſave King Richard! 


And thus I took the vantage of thoſe few: 


© Thanks, gentle citizens and friends, quoth I, 


This general applauſe and chearful ſbout 


Argues your wiſdom, and your love to Richard. 
And even here brake off, and came away. 


Glou, What tongueleſs blocks were they ! would they 


not ſpeak ? 

Will not the Mayor, then, and his brethren, cone? 

' Buck, The Mayor is here at hand. Intend ſome fear; 
© Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit ; 

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And ſtand between two churchmen, good my Lord: 
For on that ground Pl build a holy deſcant ; 

And be not eaſily won to our requeſts ; 

Play the maid's part, ſtill anſwer nay, and take it. 

* Glou. I go: and if you plea@as well for them, 

As I can ſay nay to thee for myſelf, | 
No doubt we'll bring it to a happy iſſue. [Exit Glou. 


Buck, Go, go up to the leads, the Lord Mayor knocks, 


Enter Lord Maro and Citizens. 


— Welcome, my Lord. I dance attendance here; 
I think the Duke will not be ſpoke withal. 


Enter CATESBY. 


Buck. Cateſby, what ſays your Lord to my requeſt ? 
Cateſ. He doth intreat your Grace, my noble Lord, 
To viſit him to-morrow, or next day. 
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He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 

Divinely bent to meditation, 

And in no workdly ſuits would he be mov'd 

To draw him from his holy exercife. 

Buck. Return, good Cateſby, to the gracious Duke; 

Tell him, myſelf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 

In deep deſigns, in matter of great moment, 

No leſs importing than our gen'ral good, 

Are come to have ſome conf'rence with his Grace. 
Cateſ, PIl ſignify ſo much unto him ſtrait. [ Exit, 
Buck. Ah, ah! my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is not lolling on a lewd love-bed, . | 

But on his knees at meditation; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 

But meditating with two deep divines ; 

Not ſleeping to engroſs his idle body, 

But praying to enrich his watchful ſoul. 

Happy were England, would this virtuous Prince 

Take on his Grace the ſor'reignty thereof ! 

But, ſure, I fear, we ſhall not win him to it. 

I Marry, God ſhield his Grace ſhould ſay 
us nay / 
Buck, I fear he will; here Cateſby comes again. 


Enter CaTESI@. 


Catefby, what ſays his Grace? 
Cateſ. He wonders to what end you have aſſembled 

Suth troops of citizens te come to him, 

His Grace not being warn'd thereof before: 

He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him. 
Buck. Sorry I am my noble couſin ſhould 

Suſpe& me that I mean no good to him. 

By Heav'n, we come to him in perfect love; 


And ſo once more return, and tell his Grace. 
| F Exit Catelby, 


When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence, 
So ſweet is zealous contemplation, 


Enter GLOUCESTER above, between two Biſhops, 
CATESBY returns. 


Mayor. See where his Grace ſtands *tween two cler- 
gymen. 


Buck. Two props of virtue for a Chriſtian Prince, 
To (tay him from the fall of vanity : 
And ſee, a book of prayer in his hand: 
True ornaments to know a holy man. 
| famous Plantagenet ! moſt gracious Prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requelts ; ; 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion and right Chriſtian zeal. 
| Glou. My Lord, there needs no ſuch apology ; 
] do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, 
Who, earneſt in the ſervice of my God, 
Deferr'd the viſitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what is your Grace's pleaſure ? 
> Buck, Ev'n that, I hope, which pleaſeth God above, 
YI And all good men of this ungovern'd iſle. 
* Glow. I do ſuſpect I have done ſome offence 
That ſeems diſgracious in the city's eye, 
And that you come to reprehend my Ignorance, 
Buck. You have, my Lord; would it might pleaſe 
; your Grace, 
don our entreaties, to amend your fault. 
5 Glou. Elſe wherefore breathe I in a Chriſtian land? 
Buch. Know then, it is your fault that you reſign 
The ſupreme ſeat, the throne majeſtical, 
The ſcepter'd office of your anceſtors, 
Nour ate of fortune, and your due of birth, 
The lineal glory of your royal houſe, 
To the corruption of a blemiſh'd ſtock, _ 
While in the mildneſs of your ſleepy thoughts, 
PV hich here we waken to our country's good, 
The noble ifle doth want her proper limbs; 
Her face defac'd with ſcars of infamy, 
Her royal ſtock graft with ignoble plants, 
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And almoſt ſhoulder'd in the ſwallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfulneſs and deep oblivion ; 
Which to re-cure, we heartily ſollicit 

Your gracious ſelf to take on you the chargs 


And kingly government of this your land, . 
Not as protector, ſteward, ſubſtitute, 
Or lowly factor for another's gain, 
| But as ſucceſſively, from blood to blood, 
' Your right of birth, your empery, your own. 
For this, conſorted with the citizens, 
| Your very worſhipful and loving friends, 
And by their vehement inſtigation, 
In this juſt ſuit-come I to move your Grace. 
Glow, I cannot tell if to depart in ſilence, 
Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, 
Beſt fitteth my degree or your condition : 
f For not to anſwer, you might, haply, think 
| Tongue-ty*d ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of ſov'reignty, 
| Which fondly you would here impoſe on me : 
If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 
| So ſeaſon'd with your faithful love to me, 
Then, on the other ſide, I check'd my friends. 
| Therefore to ſpeak, and to avoid the firſt, 
And then, in ſpeaking, not incur the laſt, 
| - - Definitively thus I anſwer you. 
Your love deſerves my thanks ; but my deſert, 
Unmeritable, ſhuns your high — 
Firſt, if all obſtacles were cut away, 
And that my path were even to the crown, 
As the ripe revenue and due of birth; 
Yet ſo much is my poverty of ſpirit, 
So mighty and ſo many my defects, 
That I would rather hide me from my greatneſs, 
Being a bark to brook no mighty ſea, 
Than in my greatneſs covet to be hid, 
And in the vapour of my glory ſmother'd. 
But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 
And much I need to help you, were there need. 
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he royal tree hath left us royal fruit, | 
Which, mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of time, 0 
win well become the ſeat of Majeſty, k 
And make us, doubtleſs, happy by his reign, i! 
Jon him I lay what you would lay on me, | 
| The right and fortune of his happy ſtars; 
Which God defend that I ſhould wring from him! 
Buck. My Lord, this argues conſcience in our 
. Grace; 
Zut the reſpects thereof are nice and trivial, 
All circumſtances well conſidered. 
Jou ſay that Edward is your brother's ſon; 
So ſay we too, but not by Edward's wife; 
For firſt was he contract'd to Lady Lucy, 
* Your mother lives a witneſs to that vow ; 
And afterward, by ſubſtitute, betroth'd. 
To Bona, ſiſter to the King of France. 
> Theſe both put off, a poor petitioner, 
A care-craz'd mother of a many children, 
© A beauty-waining and diſtreſſed widow, 
Evn in the afternoon of her beſt days, 
Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton eye; 
'Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
To baſe deeleaſion and loath'd bigamy. 
By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our manners wall the Prince. 
More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 
Save that, for reverence of ſome alive, 
I give a ſparing limit to my tongue. 
Then, good my Lord, take to. your royal ſelf 
© This proffer'd benefit of dignity, 
If not to bleſs us and the land withal, 
Veto draw forth your noble anceſtry 
From the corruption of abuſing time, 
I Unto a lineal, true-derived courſe. 
Mayor. Do, good my Lord; your citizens entreat 
F you, 
b Buck. Refuſe not, mighty Lord, this proffer'd love. 
* Cazeſ, O make them joyful, grant their lawful ſuit, 
G 
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Glou. Alas, why would you heap theſe cares on me ? 


I am unfit for ſtate and majeſty. 
'T do beſeech you take it not amils ; 


I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 


- * Buck. If you refuſe it, as in love and zeal 
Loth to depoſe the child, your brother's ſon, 
(As well we know your tenderneſs of heart, 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorſe, 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred, 
And equally, indeed, to all eſtates), 
Vet know, whether you accept our ſuit or no, 
"Your brother's fon ſhall never reign our king; 
But we will plant ſome other in the throne, 
To the diſgrace and downfal of your houſe ; 
And in this reſolution here we leave you. 
- —Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. [| Exeun:, 
Cateſ. Call them again, cg accept their 
ſuit ; 
If you deny them, all the land will rue it. 
Glou, Will you enforce me to a world of cares? 
-—Call them again; I am not made of ſtone, 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 
Albeit againſt my eie and my ſoul. 
[Exit Cateſby, 


Re-enter BUCKING BAM and the reſt, 


—Coufin of Buckingham, and ſage, grave men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my back, 
To bear her burden awhether I will or no, 
I muſt. have patience ta endure the load: 
But if black Scandal, or-foul-fac'd Reproach 
Attend the ſequel of your impoſition, 
Your mere enforcement ſhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ſtains thereof. 
For God doth know, and you may partly ſee, 
How far I am from the deſire of this, 
Mayor. God bleſs your Grace! we ſee it, and wil 
*** iy Sy 
Clou. In faymy ſo, you ſhall but ſay the truth, 
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Buck, Then I ſalute you with this royal title, 

Lang live King Richard, England's worthy King! 
All. Amen. 
Buck. To-morrow may it pleaſe you to be crown'd ? 
Clou. Evn when you pleaſe, for you will have it fo. 
Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your Grace ; 


; And fo moſt joyfully we take our leave. 


> Farewell, my couſin; farewell, gentle friends, [Exount... 
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Glou. to the clergymen.} Come, let us to our holy 
work again, 


dener 
Before the Tower, 


Enter the Queen, Ducheſs of York, and Marquis of 
DorSET, at one door; ANNE Ducheſs of GLOU-- 
' CESTER, leading Lady MARGARET PLANTAGENET, . 
CLARENCE's young Daughter, at the other. 


DUCHESS. 


WX O meets us here? — my niece Plantagenet, 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Glo'ſter? 
Now for my life ſhe's wand'ring to the Tower, 


On pure heart's love, to meet the tender Princes. 


Daughter, well met. 
Anne. God give your Graces both 
A happy and a joyful time of day. 
Queen. Siſter, well met; whither away ſo faſt ? 
Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as I gueſs, 
| Upon the like devotion as yourſelves, 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. 
Queen. Kind ſiſter, thanks; we'll enter all together. 


Enter the LIEUTENANT. 


And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
| —Maſter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
G 2 
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How doth the Prince, and my young ſon of York ? 
Lieu. Right well. —-Dear Madam, by your patience, 

I may not ſuffer you to viſit them; 

The King hath ſtrictly charg'd the contrary, 

Queen. The King! who's that ? 
Lien. I mean the Lord Protector. 
Queen. The Lord protect him from that kingly title! 

Hath he fet bounds between their love and me? 

I am their mother, who ſhall bar me from them? 
Duch. I am their father's mother. I will ſee them, 
Arne, Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother: 

Then bring me to their ſights, I'll bear thy blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my peril. 

Lieu. No, Madam, no; I may not leave it ſo: 
I'm bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 
| [Exit Lieutenant, 


Enter STANLEY, 


Stan. Let me. but meet yau, Ladies, one hour hence, 
And I'll ſalute your Grace of York as mother, 
And reverend looker-on of two fair Queens, 
—Come, Madam, you muſt ſtrait to Weſtminſter, 
[To the Ducheſs of Glouceſter, 
There to be crowned Richard's royal Queen, 
Oueen. Ah, cut my lace aſunder, 
That my pent heart may have ſome ſcope to bear, 
Or elſe I ſwoon with this dead-killing news! 
Anne, Deſpightful ridings, O unpleaſing news! 
Dor, Be of good” 3 Mother, how fares you 
Grace ? 
Queen. O Dorſet, ſpeak not to me, get thee hence; 
Death and deſtruction dog thee at thy heels; 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children. 
If thou wilt outſtrip Death, go croſs the ſeas, 
And live with Richmond from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this ſlaughterhouſe, 
Leſt thou encreaſe the number of the dead, 
And make me die the thrall of Marg'ret's curſe ; - 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted Queen. 
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Stan. Full of wiſe care is this your council, Madam, 

—Take all the ſwift advantage of the time; 

Z You ſhall have letters from me to my fon 

In your behalf, ro meet you on the way: 
ge not ta'en tardy by unwile delay. 

| Duch. O ill-diſperſing wind of miſery !— 

O my accurſed womb, the bed of death! 

A cockatrice haſt thou hatch'd to the world, 

Whoſe unavoided eye 1s murderous: 3 IF 
Stan. Come, Madam, come, I in all baſte was ſent. 
Anne. And I with all unwillingneſs will go. 

O, would to God that the incluſive verge 

Of golden metal that muſt round my brow, 

Were red-hot ſteel, to ſeer me to the brain! 

Anointed let me be with deadly venom, 

And die ere men can ſay, God ſave the Queen / 
Queen, Go, go. poor ſoul, I envy not thy glory; 

To feed my humour wiſh thyſelf no harm. | 
Anne. No!. why ?—— When he, that is my huf- 

band now,. | | 

Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's corſe, 

When ſcarce the blood was well waſh'd from his hands 

* Which ifiu'd from my other angel huſband, 

And that dear ſaint which then I weeping follow'd; 
O when, I ſay, I look'd on Richard's face, 
This was my wiſh; „Be thou, quoth I, accurs'd, 
For making me, ſo young, fo old a widow! 
And when thou wed'ſt, let Sorrow haunt thy bed; 
dur © And be thy wife, if any be ſo mad, 

| More miſerable by the life of thee, 

de; Than thou haſt made me by my dear Lord's death !? 

Lo, ere I can repeat this curſe again, 

Within fo ſmall a time, my woman's heart 

Groſsly grew captive to his honey words, 

And'prov'd the ſubje& of mine own ſoul's curſe, 

Winch ever fince hath held mine eyes from reſt, 

For never yet one hour in his bed 

Did I enjoy the golden dew of ſleep, 

But with his tim'rous dreams was ſtill awak'd. 
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Beſide, he hates me for my father Warwick, 

And will, no doubt, ſhortly be rid of me. 
Queen. Poor heart, adieu, I pity thy complaining. 
Anne. No more than with my ſoul I mourn'for yours, 
Dor. Farewell, thou woeful'welcomer of glory ! 
Anne. Adieu, poor ſoul, that tak'ſt thy leave of it! 
Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune 


guide thee! | [To Dorſet, 
Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee ! 
| [Do Anne. 


Go thou to. ſanctuary, good thoughts poſſeſs thee } 
| [Po the Queen; 
J to my grave, where peace and reſt ly with me 
Eighty odd years of ſorrow have I ſeen, 
And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen. 
Queen. Stay; yet look back, with me, unto the 
Tower. 14 | 
Pity, you ancient ſtones, thoſe tender babes, 
Whom Envy bath immur'd within your walls! 
Rough cradle for ſuch little pretty ones! 
Rude rugged nurſe! old ſullen play-fellow. 
For tender princes; uſe my babies well! 
So ſooliſh Sorrow bids your ſtones farewell. [ Exeanr; 


SEEN E Ik 
| Changes to the Court.. 


Flouriſh' of trumpets. Enter GLOUCESTER as Ring, 
BUCKINGHAM, CATESBY. 

K. Rich. Stand all apart—Couſin of Buckingbam— 
Buck. My gracious Sovereign! 
K. Rich. Give me thy hand, Thus high by thy ad- 

vice, 
And thy aſſiſtance, is King Richard ſeated. 
But ſhall we wear theſe glories for a day? 

Or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in them? 
Fuck. Still live they, and for ever. let them laſt! 
E, Rich. Ab, Buckingham, now do I play the touchy 
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Io try if thou be current gold indeed. | 
Young Edward lives Think now what I would ſpeak. 
Buck. Say on, my loving Lord. 
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I ſay, I would be King. 
Buck. Why, fo you are, my thrice- renowned Liege. 
K. Rich. Ha! am I King? 'tis fo——but Edward 
lives 
Buck. True, noble Prince, 
EZ K. Rich. O bitter conſequence ! 
That Edward ſtill ſhould live—true, noble Prince! 
E Couſin, thou wert not wont to be ſo dull. 
F —S$hall I be plain? I with the baſtards dead; 
And I would have it ſuddenly perform'd. 
2 What ſay'ſt thou now? ſpeak ſuddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your Grace may do your pleaſure. 
K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindneſs 
' free zes: 
Say, have I thy conſent that they ſhall die? 
| 1 Buck. Give me ſome breath, ſome lutle pauſe, dear 
Lord, 
Before I poſitively ſpeak in this: 
I will reſolve your Grace immediately, [ Exit Buck. 
= Cateſ, The King is angry: ſee, he gnaws his lip. 
5 K. Rich. Iwill eonverie with iron-witted fools, 
And unreſpective boys: none are for me, 
That look into me with conſid'rate eyes. 
High- reaching Buckingham grows circumſpect. 
Hoy, 
„ Pe.ege. My Lord. 
K. Rich. Know'lt thou not any whom corrupting gold 
. Would tempt unto a cloſe exploit of death? 
Page. I know a diſcontented gentleman, 


F 


& Whoſe humble means match not his haughty ſpirit ; 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 
K. Rich. What is his name? 
Page. His name, my Lord, is Tirrel. 


X. Rich, 1 Pup know the man; go call him hither, 
[Exit Boy, 
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he deep-revolving witty Buckingam 
No more ſhall be the neighbour to my counſels, 


Hath he ſo long held out with me untir'd, 
And yes he now for breath? — Well, be it a 


Enter STANLEY» 


How now, Lord Stanley, what's the news ? 
| Stax. My Lord, 
The Marquis Dorſet, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 
K. Rich. Come hither, Cateſby : rumour it abroad 
That Anne my wife is ſick, and like to die. 
L will take order for her keeping clole. 
Enquire me out ſome mean-born gentleman, 
Whom I will marry ſtrait to Clarence” ee. _ 
The boy is fooliſh, and I fear not him. 
Look how thou dream'ſt—I ſay again, give out, 
That Anne my queen is ſick, and like to die. 
About it; for it ſtands me much upon 
To ſtop all hopes whoſe growth may damage me. 
[Exit Cateſby. 
1 muſt be married to my brother's daughter, 
Or elſe my kingdom ſtands on brittle glaſs. 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her! 
Uncertain way of gain l but I am in 
So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin. 


Enter TIRREL. 


Tear-falling Pity dwells not in this eye. 

Is thy name Tirrel ? 
Tir. James Tirrel, and your moſt obedient ſubjeR. 
K. Rich. Art ey indeed? [He takes him aſids 
Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord. [He kneels 
R. Rich. Dar'it thou reſolve to kill a friend of mine! 
Tir. Pleaſe you, I'd rather kill two enemies. 
X. Rich, Why, then thou haſt it; two deep enemies, 

Foes to my reſt, and my ſweet ſleep's diſturbers, 

Are they that I would haye thee deal * 


Act IV. 
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Tirrel, I mean thoſe baſtards in the Tower. 

Tir. Let me have open means to come to them, 
And ſoon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 

K. Rich. Thou ſing'ſt ſweet muſic. Hark, come hi- 
K ther, Tirrel ———— 
Go, by this token riſe, and lend thine ear 


b | [1//iſpers. 
There is no more but ſo, —-ſay it is done, 
And I wilt love thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tir. I will diſpatch it trait, [Exit.. 


Re-enter BUCKING HAM. 


Buck. My Lord, I have conſider'd in my mind 
That late demand that you did ſound me in. 

K. Richi. Well, let that reſt. Dorſet is fled to Rich- 

mond, | 

Buck, I hear the news, my Lord. 
* K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's fon. Well, look to it. 
© Buck, My Lord, I claim the gift, my due by promiſe, 
For which your honour and you, faith is pawn'd ; 
Z Th Earldom of Hereford, and the moveables 
which you have promiſed F ſhall poſſeſs. 
K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife; if ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 
E Buck, What ſays your Highneſs to my juſt requeſt? 
K. Ric, I do remember me—— Henry the Sixth 
Did propheſy that Richmond ſhould be King, 
When Richmond was a little peeviſl boy. 
A King perhaps | 
| Puck, My Lord. 

K. Rick. How chanee the prophet could not at that 

time 

Have told me, I being by, that I ſhould kill him? 
Buck; My Lord, your promiſe for the Earldom— 
K. Rich. Richmond! when I was laſt at Exeter, 
he Mayor in curteſy ſhewed me the caſtle, | l 
nd calPd it Rouge- mont, at which name I ſtarted 
Becauſe à bard of Ireland told me once, 
L [hould not live-long after I ſaw Richmond. 
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Buch. My Lord. 
K. Richi. Ay, what's o'clock ? 
Buck, I am thus bold to put your — in mind 
Of what you promis'd me. 
X. Rick. But what's o'clock ? 
Buck. Upon'the ſtroke of ten. 
K. Rich, Well, let it ſtrike, 
Buck, Why let it ſtrike ? 
K. Rich. Becauſe that, like a jack, thou keep'(t the 
-.:; ftroke © 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to-day, 
Buck. Why, then reſolve me whether you will or no, 
KX. Rich. Thou troubleſt me, I am not in the vein, 
[Exit 


Buck. Is it evin ſo? repays he my deep ſervice 3 


With ſuch contempt ? made I him King for this ? 
O, let me think on Haſtings, and begone 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. [Exi, 


S. C BN. E. III. 
Enter TIRREL. 


Tir. The tyrannous and bloody act is done; 
The moſt arch- deed of piteous maſſacre 
That ever yet this land was guilty of! 
Dighton and Forreſt, whom I did ſuborn 
To do this piece of ruthleſs butchery, 
Albeit they were flefld villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderneſs and mild compaſſion, 
Wept like two children in their deaths ſad (tory, 
O thus, (quoth Dighton), lay the gentle babes ;— 
Thus, thus, (quoth Forreſt), girdling one another 
Within their innocent alabaſter arms. 
Their lips were four-red roſes on a ſtalk, 
And in their ſummer beauty kiſs'd each other. 
A book of prayers on. their pillow lay, 
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EZ Which once (quoth Forreſt) almoſt-chang'd my mind; [ 
hut, oh ! the devil—there the villain ſtgpp'd, ; 
2 When Dighton thus told on—we ſmothered | 
The moſt repleniſhed ſweet work of Nature, at | 
That from the prime creation, e'er ſhe framd— 
Hence both are gone with conſcience and remorſe; © * 

They could not ſpeak, and ſo I left them both, 
o bear theſe tidings to the bloody King. 

f | 


Enter King RICHARD. 


And here he comes. All health, my ſovereign Lord! 

K. Rich. Kind Tirrel—am I happy in thy news? | 

Tir. If to have done the thing you gave in charge l 

BBeget your happineſs, be happy then; 

Por it is done. 4 

. Rich. But didſt thou ſee them dead? | 

Tir. I did; my Lord. | 

. Rich. And buried, gentle Tirrel ? 

Tir. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them; 

Hut where, to ſay the truth, I do not know. 11 

. Rich. Come to me, Tirrel, ſoon, ſoon-after ſupper, 1 

When thou ſhalt tell the proceſs of their death. 

Mean-time, but think how I may do thee good, 

End be inheritor of thy deſire. 

Farewell till then. 

Tir. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

K. Rich. The ſon of Clarence have I pent up eloſe; 
is daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage; 

The ſons of Edward ſleep in Abraham's boſom; 

und Anne my wife bath bid this world good night, 

(ow, for I know the Briton Richmond aims 

t young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 

ind by that knot loeks proudly on the crown, 

o her go I, a jolly thriving wooer, 
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Enter CarEs Bv. 
Cate /. My Lord, 


K. Rich. Good or bad news, that thou cont 3 in ſo 
bluntly ? 
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Cateſ. Bad news, my Lord; Morton is fled to Rich- 
mond. 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welſhmen, | 
Is in the field, and ſtill his power increaſeth. 
K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near? 
Than Buckingham and his raſh-levied army. 
Come, I have learn'd that fearful commenting 
Is leaden ſervitor to dull Delay; 
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Delay leads impotent and ſnail-pac'd Beggary. J. 
Then fiery Expedition be my wing, 7 
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a King. 7 
Go, muſter men; my council is my ſhield, IF 
We mult be brief when traitors brave the field. [ Exit, 5 
$ S R. NI . C 


Enter Queen MARGARET. 


te ES TE EE 


9. Mar. So now prolperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of Death, 
Here in theſe confines flyly have I lurk'd 
To watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I witneſs to, f 
And will to France; hoping the conſequence 
Will prove as bitter, black and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Marg' ret! Who comes here? 


Euter the Ducheſs of Lokk and QUEEN. 


Queen. Ah, wy poor princes! ah, my tender babes! 

My unblown flowers, new-appearing ſweets! 
If yet your gentle ſouls fly in the air, 

And be nat fix'd in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation. _ 

2. Mar. Hover about her; ſay that right for right 
Hath dimm'd your infant-morn to aged night. 

Dach. So many miſeries have craz'd my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ſtill and mute. 
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EZ Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? | 

Li. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 

EZ gdward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

E Owuecen. Wilt thou, O God, fly from ſuch gentle lambs, | 

And throw them in the intrails of the wolf? | 
why didſt thou ſleep when ſuch a deed was done? | 

4 0. Mar. When holy Henry dy'd, and my {weet fon. | 
Duc h. Dead life, blind ſight, poor mortal living ghoſt, 


1 


Woe's ſcene, world's ſhame, grave's due by life uſurp'd, | 
Brief abſtract and record of tedious days, a ö 
Reſt thy unreſt on England's lawful earth, | 
” Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood. | 
 Ouzen. Ah, that thou wouldft as ſoon afford a grave, 
I As thou canſt yield a melancholy feat; 
Then would I hide my bones, not reſt them here. 
Ab, who hath any cauſe to mourn but we! 
'0. Mar. If ancient ſorrow be moſt reverend, 
By. mine the benefit of ſigniory, 
And let my griefs frown: on the upper hand. 
If ſorrow can admit ſociety, | 
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine, 
had an Edward, till a Richard kilPd him: 
I had a huſband, till a Richard kill'd him: 
Thou hadſt an Edward, till a Richard kilPd him: 
Thou hadſt a Richard, till a Richard killd him. 
& Duch. I had a Richard too, and thou didſt kill him : 
1 had a Rutland too, thou holp'ſt to kill him. 
+ 2. Mar, Thou hadit a Clarence too, ad Richard 
: -kilPd him. 
es! From forth the kennel of thy womb WY creep'd 
A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death; 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; 
That foul defacer of God's handy-work 
Thy womb let looſe, to chace us to our graves, 
O upright, juſt, and true diſpoſing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the iſſue of his mother's body, 
lid makes her pue-fellow with others moan! 
H 
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Duck. Oh, Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes: 
«God witnefs with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar. Bear with me, I am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kilbꝰd my Edward; 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward; 
Voung Vork he is but boot, becauſe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loſs. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that ſtabb'd my Edward; 
And the beholders of this tragic play, 
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Th' adulterate Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, TT 
*Untimely ſmother'd in their duſky graves. FL 
Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer, bas L 
-Only-reſerv'd their factor, to buy ſouls N 
And ſend them thither; but at hand, at hand, F 
Inſues his piteous and unpitied end;; 4 
Earth gapes, hell burns, hends roar, faints pray for T 
vengeance. | 1 

Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I: pray, =. 
That I may live to ſay the dog is dead! Ar 
Queen. Oh] thou didſt propheſy the time would come, + 
That I ſhould with for thee to help me-curſe | Ce 
That bottled ſpider, that foul hunch-back'd toad. II 
9. Mar. I call'd thee then vain flouriſh of my fortune, jan 


J call'd thee then poor ſhadow, painted Queen, 
The preſentation of but what I was, 

The flatt'ring index of a.direful pageant ; 

One head on high, to be hurPd down below: 

A mother only moch d with two fair babes; 

A dream of what thou waſt; a gariſh flag, 

To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous ſhot; 

A ſign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 

A Queen in jeſt, only to fill the ſcene. 

Where is thy huſband now? where be thy brothers! 
Where be thy children? wherein doſt thou joy? 
Who ſues. and kneels, and ſays, God ſave the Queen! 
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thee ? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art: 
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For happy wife, a moſt diſtreſſed widow; | 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 

For one being ſu'd to, one that humbly ſues ; 
For Queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care; 

For one that ſcorn'd at me, now ſcorn'd of me; | 
For one being-fear'd of all, now fearing one; | | 
For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 

I Thus hath the courſe of Juſtice wheePd about, 

And left thee but a very prey to-time ; | 

| Having no more but thought of what. thou wert, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didſt uſurp my place, and doſt thou not 
lurp the juſt proportion of my ſorrow ? 

Now thy proud neck bears half my burden'd "yoke, 
From which even here I (lip my wearied head, 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York's wife, and Queen of ſad miſchance, 
Theſe Engliſh woes ſhall make me ſmile in France. 
Queen. O thou, well-ſkill'd in curſes, ſtay a while, 

And teach me how to curſe mine enemies. 

C Mar, Forbear to fleep the night, and faſt the day, 

Compare dead happineſs with living woe; 

Think that thy babes were ſweeter than they were, 

And he that ſlew them fouler than he is; 

© Buttring thy loſs make the bad cauſer worſe : 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curſe. 

© Queen, My words are dull; O! quicken them with 


0! 


; thine. . 
q 2 Mar. Thy woes will make them ſharp, and pierce. 
? like mine. [Exit Margaret, 


> > 


| Duck. Why ſhould calamity be full of words? 

6 Qucen. Windy attorneys to their client-woes, - 

Airy ſucceeders of inteſtate joys, 

Poor breathing orators of miſeries! 

Let them have ſcope, tho' what they do impart 

ep nothing elſe, yet they do eaſe the heart. 

Nuch. If ſo they be not tongue-ty'd. Go with me, 
ud in the breath of bitter words let's ſmother 
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My damned ſon, that thy two ſweet ſons ſmother'd. 1 
[Drum within, 
I hear his drum, be copious in exclaims. 
| 


n. 1 

Enter King RICHARD, and his Train. | 

R. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition? * 
Dech. O, ſhe that might have intercepted thee, * 


By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed womb, 3 
From all the ſlaughters, wretch,. that thou haſt done, 5 
Queen. Hide'ſt thou that forehead with a golden 
crown, 
Where ſhould be branded, if that right were right, 
The ſlaughter of the Prince that ow'd that crown, 
And the dire death of my poor ſons aud brothers ? * 
Tell me, thou villain-ſtave, where are my children? y 
Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brothes W- 
Clarence, 
And liule Ned Plantagenet his ſon ? 
Queen. Where is kind Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, 
Gray ? 
R. Rich. A flouriſh, trumpets ! ſtrike alarum, drums! 
Let not the Heavn hear theſe tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord's anointed. Strike, I ſay. 
[ Flouriſh Alarun:, 
—Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will J drown your exclamatians, 
Duch. Art thou my ſon? 
K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my father, and yourſelf, 
Duck. Then patiently hear my impatience, 
K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 
Duc hh. I will be mild and gentle in my words. c 
. Rich. And brief, good mother, for I am in haſte, 
Duck, Art thou ſo haſty ? I have ſtaid for thee, Ab; 


God knows in anguiſh, pain, and agony. | 
K. Rich. And came I not at laſt to comfort you? 
Dach. No; by the holy rood, thou know'ſt it well, 
Thou cam'ſt on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me; 
Teichy and wayward was thy infancy; 


Thy ſchool- days frightful, deſp'rate, wild and furious; "T 


Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous ; 
Thy age confirm'd, proud, ſubtle, ly and bloody, 
What comfortable hour canſt thou name, 
That ever grac'd me in thy company? 


; K. Rich, Faith, none but Humphry Houre, that call'd - 


K your Grace 
To breakfaſt once forth of my company. 
lf I be ſo diſgracious in thy ſight, 
Let me march on, and not offend your Grace. 
Strike up the drum. 
Duc h. I pr'ythee hear me ſpeak. 
K. Rich. You ſpeak too bitterly, - 
% Duch. Hear me a word; 
For I ſhall never ſpeak to thee again. 
K. Richi. So 
Duck. Either thou'It die by God's juſt ordinance; 
ire from this war thou turn a conqueror z 
or I with grief and extreme age ſhall periſh, 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore take with thee my moſt heavy curſe ; 
Which in the day of battle tire thee more 
| Than all the complete armour that thou wear'ſt ! 
My prayers on the adverſe party fight, 
And there the little ſouls of Edward's children 
| Whiſper the ſpirits of thine enemies, 
And promiſe them ſucceſs and victory! . 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end! 
Shame ſerves thy life, and doth thy- death attend. 
[ Exit, 
Nuten. Tho' far more cauſe, yet much leſs ſpirit to 
curſe 
Abides in me. I ſay Amen to her. [([ [Going. 
H 3 
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K. Rich. Stay, Madam, I muſt ſpeak a word with you 

Queen, I have no more ſons of the royal blood 
For thee to ſlaughter : for my daughters, Richard, 
They ſhall be praying nuns, net weeping queens ;. 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious, 

Queen, And mult ſhe die for this? O let her live, 
And I'll corrupt her manners, ſtain her beauty, 
Slander myſelf as falſe to Edward's bed, 

Throw over her the veil of infamy ; 

So ſhe may live unſcar'd from bleeding flaughter, 

I will confeſs ſhe was not Edward's daughter. 

X. Rich. Wrong not her birth, ſhe is of royal blood 

Queen. To ſave her life, VI ſay ſhe is not ſo. 

K. Rich. Her life is ſafeſt ouly in her birth. 

Queen. And only in that ſafety dy'd her brothers. 

K. Rich. No, at their births good ſtars were oppoſite, W- 

Queen. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary, 1 1 

K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of deftiny. 
Queen. True; when avoided grace makes deſtiny. 
My babes were deſtin'd to a fairer death, 

If Grace had bleſs'd thee with a fairer life. $ 
K. Richi. You ſpeak as if that I had ſlain my couſins! | 
Queen, Couſins, indeed; and by their uncle cozen's W- 

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 80 

Whoſe bands ſoever lanc'd their tender hearts, Ar 

Thy head, all indireQly, gave direction. E 

No doubt the murd'rous knife was dull and blunt 

'Fill it was whetted on thy ſtone-hard heart, 

To revel in the intrails of my lambs. | 

But that ſtill uſe of grief makes. wild grief tame, 

My tongue ſhould to thy ears not name my boys 

Till that my nails were anchor'd in. thine eyes; 

And I in ſuch a deſp'rate bay of death, 

Like a poor bark, of ſails and tackling reft, 

Ruſk. all to pieces on thy rocky boſom. 

K. Richi. Madam, ſo thrive I in my enterprize, 
And dangerous ſucceſs of bloody wars, 
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As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you of yours by me were harm'd. 
Queen, What good is cover'd with the face of heav'n, 
To be diſcover'd, that can do me good? 
| K. Rich. The advancement of your children, gentle 
Lady. 

Que en. Up to ſome ſcaffold, there to loſe their heads? 

K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune, 
The high imperial type of this earths glory. 

Queen. Flatter my ſorrows. with report of it. 
Tell me what ſtate, what dignity, what honour, 
Canſt thou demiſe to any child of mine? 

k. Rich. Evmn all I bave ;. ay, and myſelf and an, 
d will I withal endue a child of thine ; 

So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoul 
Thou drown the ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt T have done to thee. 
Queen. Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy Ba 
Laſt longer telling than thy kindneſs do. 
E. Rich. Then know, that from my ſoul I love thy 
daughter. 


Sueen. My daughter's mother thinks it with her ſoul, 
K. Rich, What do you think ? 


ins! Y Queen. That thou doſt love- my daughter from thy 
$ ſoul : 

So from thy ſoul's love didſt thou love her brothers; - 

And from my heart's love I do thank thee for it. 
EK. Rich. Be not ſo haſty to confound my meaning; 
©] mean, that with my ſoul I love thy daughter, 

And do intend to make her Queen of England. 
Queen, Say then, who doſt thou-mean ſhall be her 
ö King ? 

| K. Rich. Ev'n he that makes her Queen; who elſe 
| ſhould be? 
} Queen. What, thou! 
K. Rich, Even ſo; how think you of it? 
| Queen. How canſt chow woo her? 
X. Rich, I would learn of you, 


As one being beſt acquainted with her humour, 


91 


"2 "RY 
Aw - 454 A 
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Queen. And wilt thou learn of me? | 
A. Rich. With all my heart. 
Queen. Send to her, by the man that ſlew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave 
Edward and Vork; then, haply, will ſhe weep : 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Marg'ret 
Did to thy father, ſteep'd in Rutland's blood, 
A handkerchief; which, ſay to her, did drain | 
The purple tide from her ſweet brothers? bodies, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes therewith, 
If this inducement move her not to love, | 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 
Tell her thou mad'it away her uncle Clarence, / 
Her uncle Rivers; ay, and for her ſake, U 
Mad'ſt quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. V 
K. Rich, You mock me, Madam ; this is-not the way 1 
To win your daughter. 81 
Qucen. There's no other way, A 
Gi 
M 
Pr 
Pu 


Unleſs thou couldſt put on ſome-other ſhape, 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 
K. Rich. Say that I did all this for-love of her. 
Queen. Nay, then indeed ſhe cannot chuſe but hate 
thee, 
Having bought love- with ſuch a bloody ſpoil. 
K. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now amended; 
Men ſhall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, 
Which after-hours give leiſure to repent of. 
Tf 1 did take the kingdom from your ſons, 
To make amends, VII give it to your daughter. 
Tf I base kild the iſſue of your womb, 
To quicken your increaſe T will beget 
Mine iſſue of your blood upon your daughter. 
A grandam's name is little leſs in love 
Than is the doating title of a mother; 
'They are as children but one ſtep below, 
E v'n of your metal, of your very blood; 
Of all one pain, ſave for a night of groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like ſorrow. 
Your children were yexations to your youth, 
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But mine ſhall be a comfort to your age. 
oe loſs you have, is but a ſon being king, 
* And by that loſs your daughter is made queen, 
1 cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept ſuch kindneſs as I can. 
"Dorſet your ſon, that with a fearful foul 
Leads diſcontented ſteps in foreign ſoil, 
'This fair alliance quickly ſhall call home 
To high promotions and great dignity. 
The King, that calls your beauteous daughter wife, 
'Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſet brother. 
Again ſhall you be mother to a king; 
And all the ruins of diſtreſsful times 
Repair'd with double riches of content, 
What! we have many goodly days to ſee. 
TY IHE liquid drops of tears that you have ſhed, 
Shall come again, transferm'd to orient pearl; 
Advantaging their loan with intereſt 
Of ten times double gain of happiness. 
Co then, my mother, to thy daughter go; 
Make bold her baſhſul years with your experience; 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer”s tale; 
Put in her tender heart th? aſpiring flame 
ef golden ſov'reignty; acquaint the Princeſs. 
ed; With the ſweet ſilent hours of marriage joys. 
And when this arm of mine- hath chatted 
The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands will.I come, 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed; 
To whom I will retail my conqueſt won, 
And ſhe ſhall be ſole victreſs, Cæſar's Czfar. 
 Vucen, What, were I beſt to fay ker father's brother 
Would be her Lord? or lhall I ſay her uncle? 
Or he that flew her brothers and her uncles ? 
Under what title ſhall I woo for thee, 
That God, the law, my honour, and her love 
Can make ſeem pleaſing to her tender years? 


L. Rich, Infer fair England's peace by this alliance. 


ate 
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Queen. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with ſtill laſting war, 
K. Rich. Tell her, the King, that may command, in. 
treats 
Queen, That at her hands which the King's King 
forbids. 
K. Rich. Say ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty Queen 
Queen. To wail the title, as her mother doth, 
K. Rich. Say I will love her everlaſtingly. 
uten. But how long {ball that title, Ever, laſt? 
X. Rich. Sweetly in force, unto her fair life's end. 
Queen. But how long, fairly, ſhall her ſweet life laſt) 
X. Rich, As long as Heav'n and Nature lengthen it. 
Queen. As long as hell and Richard like of it. 
X. Rich. Say I, her-ſovereign, and her ſubject now. 
Queen. But the, your ſubject, loaths ſuch ſovereignty, 
K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Qyeen; An honeſt tale ſpeeds beit being plainly told. 
R. Rich, Then, in plain terms, tell her my loving tale. 
wveen. Plain, and not honeſt, is too harſh a ſtyle, 
K. Rich. Your reaſons are too ſhallow, and too quick, 
Queen. O no, my reaſons are too deep and dead; 

Two deep and dead poor infants in their grave; 

Harp-on- it ſhall I, till my heart- ſtrings break. 

K. Rich. Harp not on that firing, Madam; that n 
paſt. 

Now by my George, my garter, and my crown —— 
Queen. Profan'd, diſhonour'd, and the third uſurp'c, 
K. Rich. I ſwear. 

Queen. By nothing; for this is no oath. 

The George profan'd, hath loſt his holy honour; 

The garter blemiſh'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue; 

The crown uſurp'd, diſgrac'd his kingly glory. 

If ſomething thou wouldſt ſwear to be believ'd, 

Swear then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrong'd. 
K. Rich. Now by the world 
Queen. Tis full ef thy foul wrongs. 

X. Rich. My father's death 
Qusen. Thy life hath that diſnonout'd. 
K. Richi. Then by myſelf, 


do 
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$ 9ween. Thyſelf thyſelf miſuſeſt 7 
& K. Rick. Why then, by Heav'n — 
' 9ucen. Heav'n's wrong is molt of all. 
ic thou didſt fear to break an oath with Heav'n, 
The unity the King my huſband made 
Thou hadſt not broken, nor my brothers dy'd, 
if thou hadſt fear'd to break an oath with Heav'n, 
Th! imperial metal circling now thy bead 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child; 
And both the Princes had been breathing here; 
Which now, two tender bed:fellows for duſt, 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey to worms. 
What canſt thou ſwear by now? 
* Rich. By time to come. 
| 9ueen. That thou haſt wronged in the time o galls ; 

| For | myſelf have many tears to waſh 
Hereafter time, for time paſt wrong'd by thee. 
The children live whoſe- fathers thou haſt ſlaughter'd, 
', {MW Ungovern'd youth, Þo wail it in their age. 
The parents live whoſe children thou haſt butcher'd, 
Old wither'd plants, to wail it in their age. 
Swear not by time to come, for that thou haſt 
Miſus'd ere us'd, by times ill-us'd o'erpaſs'd. 
EK. Rich. As Timend to proſper and repent, 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
„of iioſtile arms! myſelf myſelf confound, 
Heaven and Fortuge bar my happy hours, 

Day yield me not 1 1 light, nor night thy reſt, 
Be oppoſite all planets of good luck 

To my proceeding, if with pure heart's love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter. 
„ In her conſiſts my happinefs and thine ; 
Without her, follows to myſelf and thee, 
Herſelf, the land, and many a Chriſtian ſoul, 
Death, 3 ruin and decay. 
It cannot be avoided but by this; 

Mt will not be avoided but by this. 

Fbereſore, dear mother; (I muſt call you ſo), 
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Be the attorney of my love to her; 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my deſerts, but what I will deferve : 


Urge the neceſlity and ſtate of times, 4 


And be not peeviſh found in great deſigns, 
Queen. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus? . 
K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good, 1 


Queen. Shall I forget myſelf to be myſelf. I 
K. Rich. Ay, if yourſelf's remembrance wrong you. 


Queen. But thou didſt kill my children. . 
K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury then; | 
Where in that neſt of ſpicery they ſhall breed . 
Selves of themſelves to your recomforture. 
Sucen. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? : 

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 


Queen. I go, write to me ſhortly, - 
K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kiſs, and fo 1.0 7 
well. xiſia ler. Exit Que W- 

—Relenting fool, and ſhallow, changing woman! : di 
ee n I f 

vs N 

Enter RATCLIFF. * 


Rat. Moſt mighty Sovereign, on the weſtern coaſt 
Rideth a puiſſant navy; to our ſhofes or 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm?d, and unreſolv'd to beat them back. 
?Tis tkought that Richmond is their admiral ; 
And there they hall, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them aſhore. 

R. Rich. Some light-foot friend poſt to the Duke d 

Norfolk ; | : 
Ratcliff, thyſelf; or Cateſby ; where is he? 
Cateſ. Here, my good Lord. 

K. Rich. Cateſby, fly to the Duke. 
Cateſ. I will, my Lord, with all convenient haſte, 
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F K. Rick. Ratcliff, come hither ; poſt to Saliſbury ; 
[When thou comꝰſt thither——Dull unmindful villain, 
[To Cateſby, 
' why lay thou here, and go'ſt not to the Duke? 
| Careſ, Firſt, mighty Liege, tell me your. Highneſs 
: pleaſure, 
; What from your Grace I ſhall deliver to him, 
. Rich. O true, good Cateſby, Bid him levy ſtraight 
Its The greateſt ſtrength and power he can make, 
and meet me ſuddenly at Saliſbury. 
Cate ſ. I go. [ Exir. 
Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I do at Saliſ- 
bury ? | 
K. Rich. Why, what wouldſt' thou do 'there before 
I go? 
Rat. Your Highneſs told me I ſhould poſt before. 
K. Rich. My mind is chang'd 
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| (Stanley, what news with you ? 
p Stan. None good, my Liege, to pleaſe you with the 
hearing; 
Nor none ſo bad but well may be reported. 
K. Rich, Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad. 
Why doſt thou run ſo many miles about, 
auen thou may'ſt tell thy tale the neareſt way? 
Once more, what news? 
Stan. Richmond is on the ſeas. 
k. Rich. There let him ſink, and be the ſeas on bim! 
AVhite-liver'd runnagate, what doth he there? 
| $14». I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by gueſs. 
K. Rich. Well, as you guess. 
| Stan, Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Morton, 
e makes for England, here to claim the crown. 
K. Rich. Is the chair empty: ? is the ſword unſway'd? 
5 the King dead? the empire unpoſleſs'd ? 
That heir of Yorks is there alive but we? 


uke dl 
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And who is England's King, but great York's heir? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the ſea ? 
Stau. Unleſs for that, my Liege, I cannot gueſs. 
EK. Rich. Unleſs for that he comes to be your liege, 
Lou cannot gueſs wherefore the Welſhman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 
Stau. No, mighty Liege; therefore miſtruſt me not. 
K. Rich. Where is thy power then to beat him back? 

Where are thy tenants and thy followers ? 

Are they not now upon the weſtern ſhore, 
Safe - conducting the rebels from their ſhips? 
Stan. No, my good Lord, my friends are in the North, 
K. Rich. Cold friends to me! what do they in the 
North, 
When they ſhould ferve their ſov'reign in the Weſt? 
Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty King. 
Pleaſe ir your majeſty to give me leave, 
I'll muſter up my friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 
k. Richi. Ay, thou wouldſt fain be gone, to join with 

Richmond; 
But I'll not truſt thee. 

Stan. Mighty Sovereign, 
You have no cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubtful, 
I never was, nor never will be, falſe. 
K. Rich. Go then, and muſter men; but leave be- 
hind 
Your ſon George Stanley: look your heart be firm, 
Or elſe his head's aſſurance is but frail. 
Stan. So deal with him as I prove true to you! 
x Exit Stanley, 


Enter a MESSENGER. 


Me. My gracious ſov'reign, now in Devonſhire, 
As I by-friends-am well advertiſed, 
Sir Edmund Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Biſhop of Exeter, his elder brother, 

With many more conſed'rates, are in arms. 
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Enter another MESSENGER». 


. N * 


Me. In Kent, my Liege, the Guildfords are in arms, 
and every hour more competitors 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows ſtrong. 


Enter another MESSENGER. 


- 


MNMeſſ. My Lord, the army of the Duke of Bucking- 


ham 
R. Rich. Out on ye, owls! nothing but ſongs of 
; death? [He ſtrikes him, 


be. There, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 
5 Meſſ. The news I have to tell your Majeſty 
Is, that, by ſudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is diſpers'd and ſcatter'd ; . 
And he himſelf wander'd away alone, 
No man knows whither. - 
EK. Rich. Oh, I cry thee mercy: -. 
There is my purle, to cure that blow of thine, - 
Hath any well-adviſed friend proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? | 
| Me. Such proclamation hath been made, my Liege- 


21th 


Enter another MESSENGER. - 


Meſſ. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marquis Dorſet, 
fTis ſaid, my Liege, in Yorkſhire are in arms; 
Bat this good comfort bring I to your Highneſs, 
The Bretagne navy is diſpers'd by tempeſt, | 
Richmond in Dorſetſhire ſent out a boat 
nto the ſhore, to ask thoſe on the banks 
If they were his aſſiſtants, yea, or no; 
ho anſwer'd him, they came from Buckingham 
pon his party; he, miſtruſting them, 
ois d ſail, and made his courſe for Bretagny. . 
N. Rich. March on, march on, ſince we are up in 
arms, 


{not to fight with foreign enemies, 
et to beat down theſe rebels here at home. 
„„ 


That is the beſt news. That the Earl of Richmond 
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Enter CATESBY. 
Ceteſ. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken 


Is with a mighty pow'r landed at Milford, 
Is colder news, but yet it mutt be told, 
K. Rich. Away tow'rds Saliſbury : while we reaſon 
here 
A royal battle might be won and loſt. 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Saliſbury; the reſt march on with me. {[Exeun!, 


SCE NE VII. 
Chenges to Lord Stanley's Houſe, 


Enter Lord STANLEY, and Sir CHRISTOPHER 
URSWICK, 


Stan. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me; 
That in the ſty of this moſt bloody boar, 
My fon George Stanley is frank'd up in hold: 
If I revolt, off goes young George's head: 
The fear of that holds off my preſent aid. 
So, get thee gone; commend me to thy Lord. 
Say too, the Queen hath heartily conſented 
He ſhould eſpouſe Elizabeth her daughter. 
But tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 
Chri. At Pembroke, or at Harford-weſt in Wales, 
Stan. What men of name reſort to him? 
. Chri. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned ſoldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, and Sir William Stanley, 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew, 
And many others of great name and worth ; 
And towards London do they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 
Stan. Well, hie thee to thy Lord; I kiſs his hand: 
My letter will reſolve him of my mind, 
Farewell. [Exeunt 
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ACT V. '$CENE I. 
Saliſbury. 


© Furey a Sheriff, and BUCKINGHAM, (with halberts), -- 
| led to execution. 


BUCKING HAM. + 


W ILL not King Richard let me ſpeak with him? 
Sher. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buck, Haſtings, and Edward's children, Gray, and 

| Rivers, 

Holy King Henry, and thy fair fon Edward, 

Vaughan, and all that have miſcarried 

By under-hand, corrupted, foul injuſtice 

If that your moody, diſcontented ſouls 

Do through the clouds behold the preſent hour, 

EEv'n for revenge mock my deſtruction. 

This is All-ſouls day, fellows, is it not? 

© Sher, It is, my Lord. | 

Buck. Why, then All-ſouls day is my body's ems 

0 day. | 

This is the day which, in King Edward's time, 

f viſb'd might fall om me, when I was found 

Falſe to his children, or his wife's allies. 

This is the day wherein I wiſh'd to fall 

by the falſe faith of him whom-moſt I truſted : 

his, this All-fouls day to my fearful foul . 

the determin'd reſpite of my wrongs. 

That high All- ſeer, which I dallied with, 

ath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head, 

nd given in earneſt what I begg'd in jeſt. 

bus Goth he force the-ſwords of wicked men 

0 turn their own points on their maſters boſons, - 

lus Marg'ret's curſe falls heavy on my head, 


ales, 


and: 
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When he, quoth ſhe, ſhall ſplit thy heart with ſorrow, 

Remember Marg'ret was a propheteſs. 

Come, Sirs, eonvey me to the block of ſhame; ' 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame, 
[ Exeunt Buckingham, Sheriff and Officer,, 


2 8 e NE m. 


Tamworth, on the borders of Leiceſterſhire, 
A Camp. 


Enter R1iCHMOND, 8 BLUNT, HERBERT, 
and Others, with Drum and Colours. 


Rich. Fellows in arms, and my moſt loving friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment ; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
The wretched, bloody, and uſurping boar, 
That ſpoild your ſummer- fields, and fruitful vines, 
Swills your warm blood like waſh; and makes his 
trou gh 
In your embowell'd boſoms ; this foul ſwine 
Lyes now ev'n in the center of this iſſe, 
Near to the town of Leicefter, as we learn ; 
From Tamworth thither is but one day's march. 
In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 
To reap the harveſt of perpetual peace, 
By this one bloody trial of ſharp war. 
Oxf. Ev'ry man's conſcience is a thouſand ſwords, 
To fight againſt that bloody homicide. 
Herb, I doubt not but his friends will fly to us. 
- Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends for 
fear, 


Which in his deareſt need will fly from him. 
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F Rich, All for our *vantage.—Then, in God's name; 
; march. 


* True hope is ſwift, and flies with ſwallow's wings ; 3 
| Kings it makes gods, and meaner ereatures kings. 


[ Exeunts 
1 S c E N. E in. 
b Changer to Boſworth Field. 


Lin- Ring RICHARD in arms, with-NORFOLK, SUR- 
Y REY, RATCLIFF, CATESBY, and Others. 


Ek. Rich. Here pitch our tents,. even here i in Boſ- 
worth field. 


EMy Lord of Surrey, why look you fo fad? 

Fur. My heart is ten times — than my looks. 
: K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk 
Nor. Here, molt gracious Liege. 


EK. Rich. Norfolk, we mult have morn: ha, muſt 
| we not ? 

+ Nor. We muſt both give and take, my gracious Lond 
K. Rich, Up with my tent, here will J ly to-night 
Bur where to-morrow ?—well, alPs one for that. 

Who hath deſcry'd the number of the traitors ? 

Nor. Six or ſev'n thouſand is their utmoſt power. 

K. Rich. Why, our battalion trebles that account; 
Peſides, the King's name is a tower of ſtrength 
Which they upon the adverſe faction want. 
'p with the tent. Come, noble gentlemen, 
et us ſurvey the *vantage of the ground, 

all for ſome men of ſound direction; 

es want no diſciphne, make no delay; 

or, Lords, to-morrow is a buſy day, 


his 


ds, [ Exeunt, ö 


CENE changes to another part of Boſworth Field. 


Ber RICHMOND, Sir WILLIAM BRANDON, Ox- 
FORD, and DORSET. 


Rich. The weary ſun hath made a golden ſer, . 
id, by the bright tract of his fiery car, | 


4s for 
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Gives ſignal of a goodly day to-morrow. 

— Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my ſtandard; 
The Earl of Pembroke keep his regiment. 

Good Captain Blunt, bear my good night to him; 
And by the ſecond hour in the morning,. 

Deſire the Earl to ſee me in my tent. 

vet one thing more, good Blunt, before thou goeſt; 
Where is Lord Stanley quarter'd, doſt thou know? 

- Blunt. Unleſs I have miſta'en his quarters much, 


Which well I am aſſur'd I have not done, 1 
His regiment lyes half a mile at leaſt 8 
South from the mighty power of the King. if 


Rich. If without peril it be poſſible, 
Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to ſpeak with him, 


And give him from me this moſt needful note. 82 
Blunt, Upon my life, my Lord, I'll undertake it. CL 
Rich. Give me ſome ink and paper; in my tent R. 


T' draw the form and model of our battle, 

Limit each leader to his ſeveral charge, 

And part in juſt proportion our ſmall ſtrength, 

Let us conſult upon to- morrow's buſineſs. 

In to our tent, the air is raw and cold. 

| [They withdraw into the Teri, 


SCENE changes back to King Richard's Tent. 


Enter King RICHARD, RATCLIFF, NORFOLK, 4d 
. Car ESBV. 


R. Rich. What is't o'clock ? 
Cateſ. It's ſupper time, my Lord; 
It's nine o'clock. 
EK. Fich. I will not ſup to- night. 
Give me ſome ink and paper. 
What, is my beaver eaſier than it was, 
And all my armour laid into my tent? 
Cate. It is, my Liege, and all things are in readineſs 


? 
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EK. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge, 


© Vie careful watch, chuſe truſty centinels, 
Nor. I go, my Lord: 
K. Rich, Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Nor- 
folk. 
Nor. I, warrant you, my Lord, [ Exits 
EK. Rich, Cateſhy ——. | 
Cateſ. My Lord. 
k. Rich. Send out a purſuivant at arms 
To Stanley's regiment ; bid him bring his power 
Before ſun-riſing, leſt his ſon George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. 
Fill me a bowl. of wine — give me a watch 
| [To Ratcliff. 
© Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow, 
Look that my ſtaves be _— and not too heavy, 
Ratcliff—— 
Rat. My Lord? 
K. Rich. Saw'ſt thou the melancholy Lord Northum-. 
berland ? 
Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey and himſelf, 
Much about cock-ſhut time, from troop to troop, 
Went through the army, cheering up the ſoldiers. 
K. Rich. I am ſatisfy'd; give me a bowl of wine. 
l bare not that alacrity of ſpirit, 
Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. 
here, ſet it down.—lIs ink and paper ready? 
Kat. It is, my Lord, 
K. Rich, Bid my guard watch, and leave me. 
About the mid of night come to my tent. 
Aud help. to arm me. Leave me now, I ſay. LZxcunt. 
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. 


Changes back to Richmond's Tent. 


Enter STANLEY to RICHMOND, Lords, &c. 


Stan. Fortune and victory fit on thy helm! 
Ric ir. All comfort, that the dark night can afford, 
Be to thy perſon, noble father-in-law ! 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 
Stan. I, by attorney, bleſs thee from my mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 
So much for that. The ſilent hours (teal on, 
And flaky darkneſs breaks within the Eaſt. 
In brief, for ſo the ſeaſon bids us be, 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 
And put thy fortune to th' arbitrement 
Of bloody ſtrokes, and mortal-ſtareing war. 
I, as I may, that which I would I cannot, 
With beſt advantage will deceive the time, _ 
And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of arms, 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
Leſt, being ſeen, thy brother, tender George, 
Be executed in his father's ſight. 
Farewell. The leiſure, and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, 
And ample interchange of ſweet diſcourſe, 
Which ſo-long- ſunder'd friends ſhould dwell upon. 
God give us leiſure for theſe rites of love! | 
Once more, adieu. Be valiant, and ſpeed well. 
Rich. Good Lords, conduct him to his regiment. 
I'll trive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap, 
Leſt leaden flumber poize me down to-morrow, 
When I ſhould mount with wings of victory. 
—Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 
| [ Exeunt. Manet Richm. 
O thou whoſe captain I account myſelf, 
Look on my forces with a gracjous eye. 
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Pat in their hands thy bruiſing irons of wrath, 

hat they may cruſh down with a heavy fall 

r uſurping hehnets of our adverſaries! 

Make us thy miniſters of chaſtiſement, 

That we may praiſe thee in thy victory. 

To thee I do commend my watchful foul, 

Fre ! let fall the windows of mine eyes: 

ing and waking, oh, defend me ſtill! [Sleeps, 


Pecs the Tents of Richard and Richmond; 
: they ſleeping. 


Enter the Gnosr of Prince Edward, Son to Henry the 
Sixth. 


Ghoſt. Let me ſr heavy on thy ſoul to-morrow ! 
[To K. Rich, 

unk how thou ſtab'dſt me in the prime of youth 

& Tewkſbury ; therefore deſpair and die. 

he chearful, Richmond, for the wronged ſouls 

If butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf. [To Richm. 

ung Henry's iſſue, Richmond, comforts thee, 


E 


Enter the Guo of King Henry the Sixth. 


We When I was mortal, my anointed body 


[To K. Rich. 
mee was punched full of deadly holes. 
unk on the Tower and me; deſpair and die; 
feury the Sixth bids thee deſpair and die. 
Virtudus and holy, be thou conqueror. [To Ri chm. 
Erry, that propheſy'd thou ſhouldſt be king, 
jth comfort thee in ſleep: live thou and flouriſhs 


en. 
chm. 
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Enter the GnosT of Clarence. 


Ghoſt, Let me ſit heavy on thy ſoul to-morrow ! 

[Do x. Rith, 
J that was waſl'd to death in fulſome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death. 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſs ſword; defpair and die. 
Thou offspring of the houſe of Lancaſter, 

[To Richn, 

The wronged beirs of York do ptay for thee : 
Good angels guard thy battle! live and flouriſh, 
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Enter the GaosTs of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 


Riv. Let me fit heavy on thy ſoul to-morrow ! 
| [To X. Rick, 
Ri.ers, that dy'd at Pomfret. Deſpair, and die. 
Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy ſoul deſpair. 
[To K. Rich, 
Vaugh, Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear 
Let fall thy lance, Richard, deſpair and die. 
(To X. Rich. 
All. Awake ! and think our wrongs in Richard's boſon 
Will conquer him. —Awake, and win the day. 
[To Richm. 


CE Yor 


Enter the Ghoſt of Lord HasTINGS. 


Ghoſt. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake, 
And in a bloody battle end thy days. [To X. Rich, 
Think on Lord Haſtings ; and deſpair and die. 
— Quiet, untroubled foul, awake, awake! [To Rich 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's ſake, 


Emer the GnosTs of the tue young e 


Ghoſts. Dream on thy couſins ſmother'd in the Tow?! 
[To X. Rich 
Let us be lead within thy boſom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, ſhame, and death, 
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Sy nephews' ſouls bid thee deſpair and die. 


Sleep, Richmond, ſleep in peace, and wake in joy. 
[To Richm, 
ood angels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 
Lie, and beget a happy race of kings. 
Edward's unhappy ſons do bid thee flouriſh. 


Enter the GaosT of Anne his wife, 


| | Ghoſt Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy 
1 wife, >: 7's ©. Rick; 
That never ſlept a quiet hour with thee, 
Now fills thy ſleep with perturbations, 
ro- morrow in the battle think on me, | 
nd fall thy edgeleſs ſword. Deſpair and die, 
| &Thou, quiet ſoul, fleep thou a quiet ſleep. 
N Dream of ſucceſs and happy victory; [To Richm, 
Thy adverſary's wife doth pray for thee, 


1 Enter the GaosST of Buckingham. 
3 Ghoſt, The firſt was I that help'd thee to the crown, 


he laſt was I that felt thy tyranny. 

0 in the battle think on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltineſs. 
ream on, dream on of bloody deeds and death ; 

Fainting, deſpair ; deſpairing yield thy breath. 

l dy'd for hope ere I could lend thee aid; 

A [To Richm. 

nut cheer thy heart, and be thou not diſmay'd : 

God and good angels fight on Richmond's ſide, 

And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 


K. Rich. Give me another horſe——bind up my 
_WOUndg ao 
oh Ware mercy, Jeſu. Soft, I did but dream. 
ich © coward conſcience, how doſt thou afflict me! 
| The lights burn 'blue——is-it not dead midnight ꝰ 
e drops ſtand on my 2 fleſh! 
K 


| q 


[To E. Rich, 


* [The Ghofts-vaniſh. X. Richard ftarrs owt of his dream. 


| 
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What? do I fear myſelf? there's none elſe by; 
Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I. 
Is there a murd'rer here? no—yes, I am. 
Then fly what, from myſelf? Great reaſon; why) 
Leſt I revenge. What? myſelf on myſelf? 
I love myſelf. Wherefore, for any good 
That I myſelf have done unto myſelf ? 
O, no. Alas, I rather hate myſelf, 
: For. hateful deeds committed by. myſelf. 
-I am a villain; yet I lie, I am not. 
Fool, of thyſelf ſpeak well Fool, do not-flatter, 
My conſcience hath a thouſand foveral tongues, 
And ev'ry tongue brings in a ſeveral tale, 
And ev'ry tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury in high'ſt. degree. 
Murder, ſtern murder in the dir'ſt degree, 
All ſeveral ſins, all- us'd in each degree, 
Throng to the bar, all crying, guilty ! guilty / 
I ſhall deſpair— there is no creature loves me; 
And if I die, no ſoul ſhall pity me. 
' Nay, wherefore ſhould they? ſince that J myſelf 
Find in' myſelf no pity to myſelf. 
Methought the fouls of all that I had murder'd 
Came to my tent, and every one did threat 
To- morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard, 


Euter RATCLIFF. 


iRat. My Lord, —— 
K. Rich. Who's there? | 
Kat. Ratcliff, my Lord. The early village cork 
Hath twice done ſalutation to the morn; _ 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour, 
K. Rich, Ratcliff, I fear, I fear 
Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of ſhadows. 
X. Rich. By the apoſtle Paul, ſhadows to night 
Have ſtruck more terror to the ſoul of Richard, 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand ſoldiers 


Armed in proof, and led by ſhallou Richmond. 
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Ii is not yet near day: come, go with me; 
Under our tents I'll play the eaves-dropper, 
To hear if any, mean to ſhrink from me. 


4647}. Cen K. Richard and Ratclif 


"EE Ex NE. YO 


5 Enter the Lozps to Richuoxb, , Suing in his tent. 


$ Lordi. Good morro w, Richmond, | 

= Rich. Cry Mercy, lords, and watchful gentlemen, 
That you have ta'en a tardy ſluggard here. 

yg Lords, How have you ſlept, my Lord? 

© Rich, The ſweeteſt ſleep and faireſt-bading dreams 


That ever enter'd in a drowſy head, 


Have I ſince your, departure had, my Lords. 


Methought their ſouls, whoſe bodies Richard murder'd, 
Came to my tent, and cryid— On Victory! 

7 promiſe you my heart-is very jocund 

In the remembrance of ſo fair a dream. 

EKow far into the morning is it, Lords? 


: Lords, Upon the ſtroke of four. 


Rich. Why, then 'tis time to arm and give direction. 
More than I have aid, loving countrymen, 
The leiſure and enforcement of the time 


| Forbids to dwell on; ; yet remember this, 

God and our good cauſe fight upon our ſide, 

The pray'rs of holy ſaints and wronged ſouls, 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, ſtand before our faces. 
Richard except, thoſe whom we fight againſt, 

Had rather have us win than him they follow. 

For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide, 

One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eſtabliſh'd ;_ 
One that made means to come by what he bath, 


And ſlaughter'd thoſe that. were the means to help 
him. 

A baſe foul ſtone made precious by the foil 
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Of England's chair, where he is falſely ſet; 
One that hath ever been God's enemy; 

Then bon fight againſt God's enemy, 

God will in juſtice ward you as.his ſoldiers. 

If you do ſweat to put a tyrant down, 

You'll ſleep in peace the tyrant being (lain : 

If you do fight againſt your country's foes, - 

Your country's fat ſhall pay your pains the hire : : 
If you do fight in ſafeguard of your wives, 
Your wives ſhall welcome home the conquerors : 
If you do free your children from tlie word, 
Your childrens children quit it in your age. 
Then, in the name of God, and all theſe rights, 
Advance your ſtandards ; draw your willing ſwords. 
For me, the ranfom of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corps. on the earth's cold face: 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt | 
The leaſt of you ſhall ſhare, his part thereof. 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly, chearfully ; 
God and St George! Richmond, and victory! 


SCENE VII. 
Enter King RICHARD, RATCLIFF, and CATESBY, 


R. Rich, What ſaid Northumberland, as touchirg 
Richmond? 

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 

K. Rich. He ſaid the truth; and what ſaid Surrey 
then ? 

Rat. He ſmil'd, and faid, the better for our purpole, 
K, Rich. He was i' th? right, and ſo indeed it is. 
-—— Tell the clock there—[Clock ſtrikes, rags me a 
kalendar, 

Who ſaw the ſun to-day? 
Rat. Not I, my Lord. 


K. Rich. Then he diſdains to ſhine; for, by ts 
book, | 
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; He ſhould have brav'd the eaſt an hour ago. 


black day it will be to ſome body. 


Tatcliff. 


Rat. My Lord? 
K. Richi. The ſun vill r not be ſeen to-day ) 


"The ſky doth frown and lour upon our army. 
7 would theſe dewy tears were from the ground. 


Not ſhine to-day? Why, what is that to me 


More than to Richmond ? for the ſelf- ſame heaven 


That ouns on me, looks ſadly upon . 


Euter Mösen | 


« f Nor. Arm, arm, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the Geld. 
i K. Richi. Come, buſtle, buſtle, —capariſon my horſe, 
cal up Lord Stanley; bid him bring his Power; * 
will lead forth my ſoldiers to the plain, 

And thus my battle ſhall be ordered: 


My forward ſhall be drawn out all in length, 
Conſiſting equally of horſe and foot; 


Pur archers ſhall be placed in the midſt: 


Jon Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of the foot and horſe. 
Whey thus directed, we ourſelf will follow 8 
In the main battle, which on either ſide 
Fall be well winged. with our chiefeſt horſe. 


This, and St George to boot 1 What rhink'ſt thou, 
Norfolk? 


Mr. A good direction, warlike Sovereign. | 
This paper found I on my tent this morning. 


[Giving a ſcroll, 


Focky of Norfolk be not ſo bold, [Reads. 
For Dic con thy maſter is bought and ſold. 


K. Rich. A thing deviſed by the enemy. . 
Co, gentlemen; go, each man to his charge. 
et not our babbling dreams affright our ſouls: 

micience j is but a word that cowards uſe, 
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Devis'd at firft to keep the ſtrong in awe : 
Our ſtrong arms be our conſeience, ſwords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell, 
Tf not to heav'n, then hand in hand tv hell. 
What ſhall I ſay more than I have mferr'd? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; 
A ſort of vagabonds, of raſcals, runaways ; 
A ſcum of Britons, and baſe lacquey-peaſants, . 
Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To deſperate adventures and deſtruction. 
You ſleeping ſafe, they bring you to unreſt: 
You having lands, and bleſs'd with beauteous wives, 
They would diſtrain the one, diſtain the other. 
And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow, 
Long kept in Bretagne at his mother's coſt ? 
A milk-fop, one that never in his life 
Felt ſo much cold as over ſhoes in ſnow; 
Let's whip theſe ſtragglers o'er the ſeas again, 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening rags of France, 
Theſe famiſh'd beggars, weary of their lives; 
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 
For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themſelve:, 
If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us, 
And not thoſe baſtard Britons, whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd and thimp'd; 
And on record left them the heirs of ſhame, 
Shall thefe enjoy our lands? ly with our wives? 
Raviſh our daughters 2 Fark, I hear their drum, 

| [ Drum afar of, 
Fight, gentlemen of England; fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw four arrows to the head ; 
spur your proud horſes hard, and ride in blood, 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ſaves | 


Fewer a MESSENGER. 


What ſays Lord Stanley, will be bring bis power? 
Meſſ. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
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K. Rich. Off with his ſon George's head. | 

Nor. My Lord, the enemy hath paſs'd the marfh; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

EK. Rich. A thouſand hearts are great within my 

| boſom. | 

Advance our ſtandards, ſet upon our foes; 

Our ancient word of courage, fair St George, 

* Inſpire us with the ſpleen of fiery dragons. | 

© Upon them! Victory ſits on our helms, [Exeunt.. 


S C E N E VIII. 


Alarm. Excurſions. Enter CarEs BV. 
Cateſ. Reſcue, my Lord of Norfolk! reſcue! re- 
q ſcue |! 

E The King enacts more wonders than a man, 

& Daring an oppoſite to every danger ! 

His horſe is ſlain, and all on foot he fights, 

E Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 


I —Reſcue, fair Lord, or elſe the day is loſt, 
„ | 


& 


Alarm. Enter King RICHARD. 


q 


K. Rick. A horſe ! a horſe! my kingdom for a horſe? 
| Careſ. Withdraw, my Lord, Ill help you to a horſe, 
A. Rich. Slave, I have ſet my life upon a caſt, 
And I will Rand the hazard of the dye. 
I think there be ſix Richmonds in the field; 
Tire have I flain to-day inſtead of him. 
l Ws horſe ! a horſe ! my * for a horſe ! 
- [Exennt. 
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Alarnu. Enter King RICHARD and RICHMOND : they 
Jig ht : RICHARD is ſlain, 


Retreat and flouriſh. Enter RICHMOND, ST ANLEY 
bearing the crown, with divers other Lords. 


Richm. God and your arms be prais'd, victorious 
friends, 
The day is ours! the bloody dog is dead. 
Stan. Couragious Richmond, well haſt thou acquit 
thee 2 * 
Lo, here theſe long-uſurped royalties, 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal, 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make uſe of it. 
Richm. Great God of heav'n, ſay Amen to all! 
But tell me, firſt, is young George Stanley living ? 
Stan. He is, my Lord, and ſafe in Lei'ſter town ; 
Whither, if you fo pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 
Richm. What men of name are ſlain on either ſide} 
Stan, John Duke of Norfolk, Walter the Lord. 
Ferris, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, Sir William Brandon. 
Rich. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the ſoldiers fled, 
That in ſubmiſſion will return to us, 
And then, as we have ta'en the ſacrament, 
We will unite the White Roſe and the Red. 
Smile, Heav'n, upon this fair conjunction, 
That long hath frown'd upon their enmity ! 
What traitor hears me, and ſays not Amen? 
England hath long been mad, and ſcar'd herſelf; 
The brother blindly ſhed the brother's blood, 
The father raſhly ſlaughter'd his own ſon, 
The ſons, compell'd, been butchers to their fires ; 
All this divided York and Lancaſter, 
Divided in their dire diviſion, 
O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
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E The true ſucceeders of each royal houſe, 

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together ! 

And let their heirs, God, if thy will be fo, 

© Enrich the time to come with ſmooth-fac'd Peace, 
© With ſmiling Plenty, and fair proſp'rous days. 

© Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord! 

That would reduce theſe bloody days again, 

And make poor England weep in ſtreams of blood. 
© Let them not live to taſte this land's increaſe, 
That would with treaſon waund this fair land's peace. 
Now civil wounds are ſtop'd, Peace lives agen; 

That ſhe may long live here, God, ſay Amen! 

7 [Exeunt *. 


t 


This is one of the moſt celebrated of our Author's per- 
formances; yet I know not whether it has not happened to 
him as to others, to be praiſed moſt when praiſe is not moſt- 
* deſerved. That this play has ſcenes noble in themſelves, 
and very well contrived to ſtrike in the exhibition, cannot 
be denied: but ſome parts are trifling, others ſuock ing, and 
ſome improbable. John ſon. 


Id 
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